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PREFACE. 



When the manuscript of the following Poem was 
placed in my hands, with a view to prepare it for publi- 
cation, the pious author was laboring under the heavy 
pressure of affliction. And shortly after the first sheet 
was put to press, death terminated his valuable life. 

The work may be regarded as the unpretending pro- 
duction of an individual in humble life, and was written 
at intervals snatched from manual labour. 

Owing to a severe domestic calamity, the particulars 
of which need not be here explained, he was early de- 
prived of those means of instruction, which under more fa- 
vorable circumstances he might have enjoyed. His father, 
who knew how to appreciate the advantages of a liberal 
education, was compelled to take him from school, in 
order to assist him in his own business. This happened 
when he was not more than ten years old ; and though, 
during the ten following years, he formed some- 
thing like a correct habit of thinking, and acquired 
a taste for polite literature— yet the utmost of his 
attainments fell short of what may be termed, a plain 
education. 
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IV PREFACE. 

When about the age of twenty-two, he experienced 
an entire change of heart ; and the tide of his affec- 
tions was turned into a new channeL Hence he had 
new hopes, new desires, and new objects of pursuit. 
The Sabbath, which had formerly been wearisome to 
him, was now become his delight; and from that 
time, the hours of that sacred day were generally 
employed in some feeble endeavours to promote the 
moral and spiritual interests of his fellow-men. 

Two years subsequently to this, he went to reside 
in London. Here his curiosity was excited, the spi- 
rit of enquiry fairly awakened, and the little know- 
ledge of men and things he had already acquired, 
appeared to him insufficient: — he must see more, 
and know more, to form anything like a correct no- 
tion of the world in which he lived. 

''For this purpose," he says in a communication I 
received from him a few months prior to his decease, 
*'I have often paid visits to public houses, coffee 
houses, gaming houses, &c. — ^The scenes which I there 
witnessed, were usually of the most degrading, deba- 
sing, and demoralizing character. I could advert to 
places of public resort, in which human beings, of both 
sexes, of all ages, and almost a11 ranks, to the amount 
of from 150 to 200 in number, have voluntarily im- 
mured themselves in these sinks of pollution for 
whole nights together. I could tell of deeds that 
would shock humanity, confound reason, and stagger 
btiiief. I could adduce abundant evidence to show, 
how justly these dens of infamy have been designa- 
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PEEFACE. V 

ted, by the most appalling of all names — London 
Hells, or Hells in London : suffice it to say, the ideas 
suggested by these startling and revolting exhibitions 
of human depravity, were usually embodied in the 
language of Poetry , as being most congenial with my 
turn of mind. They were then committed to paper, 
and laid aside. As fresh occasions offered, fresh 
accessions were made to these scraps and fragments. 

"So fkr as the triumphs of art in the monuments of 
our national greatness are concerned, the task was 
both agreeable and entertaining. Not so, in relation 
to the moral character of London. The more serious- 
ly I thought on this subject, the more sensibly my mind 
became affected with mingled feelings of pity and indig- 
nation. This will account for the warmth of expression 
which I have sometimes betrayed; and for the some- 
what cutting reflections, cast on certain descriptions of 
character." 

Being at length, by severe indisposition, unable to 
pursue his usual occupation, the author endeavored to be- 
guile the heavy hours of affliction, by assorting and ar- 
ranging the above mentioned papers; confining his 
ideas within a smaller compass — connecting broken 
parts — and supplying deficiencies, so as to gi\e, to what 
hitherto resembled a mass of confusion, the appearance 
of order and design. 

In this manner, the little poem progressed, till it 
assumed its present methodical form. That it contains 
many defects, the reader of taste will readily discover. 
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There are passages however, on which the eye will lin- 
ger with delight — some of which breathe the true and 
genuine spirit of poetry, and would not disgrace the 
pages of those who have moved in the higher ran^s of 
genius. The religious sentiments contained in the 
work are thoroughly evangelical ; and I have reason 
to think, that the great object of the pious writer, 
was to advance the triumphs of eternal truth. Taken 
as a whole, it may be said without exaggeration, that 
it is an extraordinary production for a man, whose edu- 
cation was neglected for physical labor — and whose 
only study was alternately his shop-board and a bed 
of sickness. 

The purchasers of the present volume, will no doubt 
consist chiefly of two classes — the personal friends of 
the author—- and those who may be attracted by the 
popular subject of his poem. To both these, it may be 
satisfactory to know, that their pecuniary assistance has 
been well bestowed ; and that the widow of the deceased, 
as well as the fatherless children, will be grateful for tie 
relief afforded them, by the sale of this book. 

J. T. B. 

Wantage J June, 1844. 
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BOOK I. 



** Thy boilderg have perfected thy beauty."— Ezbkiel xxvii, 4. 
" Thy men of wax : they hanged the shield and helmet m thee ; they set forth 
thy comeliness." — xxvii, 10. 

" By thy great wisdom and traffick hast thou increased thy riches."- — xxiii, 3. 



TTJTOW happy they, who in retirement feel 

The sacred spells of sweet companionship ; 
Who in their secret haunts, their private walks 
Through woods or glens, or groves, or open fields. 
Can realize the great Invmble, 
And hold communion with the King of Kings ! 
How pure their feelings — ^how refined their tast3 ! 
How full their transports — how suhlime their song ! 
They sing of nature in her rising charms : 
Their willing Muses find a leading note 
To carol forth their glowing sentiments : 
They sing of nature's dread magnificence ; 
Of nature teeming with ten thousand sweets ; 
Of hills and mountains, robed in light and shade ; 
Of rocks, of rivers, and of rolling seas ; 
And then upborne, as in a car of fire, 
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They catch the flame, and sing of nature's God. 

O had my lot, my peaceful lot, been cast 
'Mid rural shades, and rustic scenery — 
Had I like them been nursed in nature's lap — 
Like them inhaled the balmy breath of mom, 
And drank the lectar pf the mountain dew, — 
I too perchance had swept the Poet's lyre, 
And sung the grandeur of my native hills. 
But dare I murmur ? O, thou Dread Supreme ! 
Pare I complain of thy paternal care, 
Or covet aught thy parent b&nd withholds? 
No ! thou art wise, supremely wise and good ; 
And in thy wisdom doest all things well. 
They sing of nature, I must sing of arts ; 
Of arts emblazon'd on the roll of Fame ; 
Of arts intended to immortalize 
The conquering hero of the battle-field; 
And then of subtle, crafty, cunning arts. 
The curse and crime of countless multitudes. 
But if the Muse, though feeble in her flight, 
Should, through the blessing of a Power divine, 
Diminish aught of these prevailing crimes, 
Or add a scruple to the weight of truth — 
Her weak exertions will be well repaid. 
My theme is London ! opulent and great ; 
The port, the mart, the centre, and the source 
Of all that's good or evil, grand or'mean, 
Or great or little, in the British realm. 
The fame of London is gone forth to all 
Four quarters of the wide commercial world; 
In climes remote, and regions far beyond 
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The rolling surges of the western flood ; 
From where the orient sun salutes the mom, 
To where he dips his golden beams in night ; 
Wherever commerce rings the change of gain, 
At cent, per cent on costly merchandise, 
Her trading empire holds a powerf&l sway. 
The seas, the wide, the hoarse resounding seas. 
Whom our forefathers deem'd (in olden times) 
A frightful gulf, with bounds impassable. 
By navigation better understood. 
Facilitates an intercourse between 
The marts of London, and the scattered tribes 
Of every nation on the peopled earth ; 
Augments the sources of commercial wealth. 
And rolls the burden of her freighted ships 
In stately grandeur to her shelter'd quays. 
There, safe at mooring, see a countless throng 
Of gay spectators, congregated round 
Those floating bulwarks of a nation's strength. 
Some gaze with envy, some with jealous eyes ; 
Some with emotions of transporting joy. 
And some with wild amaze, as well they might ; 
The stores of nations are unladen there. 

But summoned thence, we next proceed to pay 
A'passing tribute of respect, still due 
To yon proud monument of other days; 
Supporting on iU summit, a vast range 
Of frowning battlements, — and aptly named 
The Tower of Loiidon ; here in ages gone, 
'When Superstition stalked the land unseen, 
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And cruel bigotry infringed the rights 
Of private judgment, — ^here a plodding, dark, 
Satanic priesthood hatch'd their murd'rous plans, 
And hailed the reign of papal tyranny : 
With hellish exultation here enjoined 
A tame submission to their galling yoke : 
And here denounced their loud anathemas, 
In withering accents on the faithful few. 
Who dared maintain their sacred cause. 
All independent thought approaching towards 
A disquisition of religious creeds 
Was then proscribed as rank with heresy — 
And intellect, almighty in its grasp 
Of things abstruse, remote, and difficult, 
Incarcerated in the prison house 
Of papal error, worse than pagan night 
•O these were days of mourning, days of deep, 
And undissembled sorrow ; England wept ! 
For past her borders raged the maddening storm; 
The curse was universal, and involved 
The vassal land in universal night. 

But here it was th0 suffering church sustained 

The sharpest conflict; here endured the most 

Exquisite tortures that revengeful Eome, 

And all her demon counsels, could devise, 

To satiate their raging appetites. 

Who that has searched the blood-stained chronicles 

Of bygone ages, can remain unmoved ? 

Within its gloomy precincts, every scene 

Ifi fraught vnth interest, every sound awakes 
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Some painful recollection, whilst its black 

Monastic cells, its subterraneous vaults, 

Its massive doors, its heavy grinding gates. 

And sullen ramparts, seem to shadow forth 

The rack, the scaffold, and the glittering blade. 

Nor are the burnished piles of standing arms. 

On whose arrangement, men of finished taste 

Have lavished all their ingenuity, 

Less calculated to affect the heart. 

Turn where we wiU, within the fortress walls 

Of this magnificent, this ancient pile, 

The weapons of destruction thicken on 

Our half bewildered vision. Here are seen 

Crossbows and barbed arrows, swords and pikes. 

Carbines and cleavers, pond'rous battle axes, 

Tormenting thumbscrews, yokes and torturing racks. 

These all, with those of names too harsh for song : 

These all, with all their murd'rous qualities, 

Are the productions of a darker age. 

I know not how it is, but as the gleam 

Of spears and poniards fiashes on my sight, 

An undefinable, mysterious awe, 

Comes stealing o'er my feelings ; warriors long 

Entomb'd in darkness seem to stalk around, 

And haunt the mind with visions of the past. 

The past is present, and the present firaught 

With scenes of freezing terror ; savage troops 

Of mail-clad warriors marshal'd in array. 

Are swarming o'er the sanguinary plains, 

Impatient for the signal of attack. 

And now the fury of the maddening storm 

Attains its fearful climax; thunders more 
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Profound and ataitUng Huui the roaring deep. 

Are hurl'd at random on a livid mass 

Of coiling mortals, doom'd to instant death. 

Ah! now their doom is sealed, the die is cast; 

Ancestral grandeur levelled with the dust; 

Devoted cities billowed into flamesi 

And rivers crimsoned with the reeking blood 

Of friends and kindredi numbered with the dead. 

Oh War ! fell demon of the lowest hell ! 
What havoc hast thou made, what millions date 
Their utter ruin to the deafning blast 
Of thy inflated clarion ! babes are torn 
With brutal force from the maternal clasp 
Of their distracted mothers ; fathers doomed 
To see their death-devoted o&pring gashed 
With mortal wounds, sweltering on the point, 
The gleaming point of the uplifted spear. 
Yet better thus, — fieur better thus to die, 
Than to survive the universal shock. 
And yet on men inured to battle fields. 
The most pathetic, piercing cries are lost ; 
Hearts steeled by custom feel a luxury 
In seeing others plunged in helpless woe. 
The tears of beautgr, and the eloquent, 
Beseeching tones of suffering innocence, 
Are far beneath their pity ; crimes beyond 
The utmost daring of satanic hate. 
Attend their headlong course ; destruction, death, 
Despair and madness, follow in the train. 
The pencil pauses while it paints the scene. 
Beverse the pictura; let the rage of War 
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Be subjugated to the reign of Peace, 

And how celestial, how divine the change 

Peace, like the vernal sun creates within 

The deep recesses of the human breast 

A glowing burst of gladness ; hearts are wann'4 

With sentiments of mutual intercourse ; 

The flag of Commerce floats upon the breeze, 

And cultivation lends a deeper tint 

Of loveliness to the voluptuous charms 

Of variegated nature ; sloping hills 

Are dressed in living green, the sunny plains, 

More glorious stOl, stand thick with golden fruits. 

Nor less propitious is the reign of peace 

To mental cultivation; minds before 

Enslaved by custom, now no longer feel 

Their galling fetters, — ^but exert their strength, 

And find it equal to the noblest themes. 

See for example, yonder lordly pile 

Of Architecture, balanced o'er the grand 

And billowy swellings of majestic Thames. 

Peace at her leisure, drew the bold design, 

And prompt Industry carried out her plans. 

And now behold it in its pristine state. 

The most stupendous, most attractive work 

Of Architecture ever wrought by man : 

What stately columns, what majestic piles, 

What strokes of skill, and footsteps of design, 

Are here displayed to our astonished view. 

For near the space of twice three hundred years, 

Our rude forefathers rested satisfied 

With one lone passage to the Surrey side 

Of flowing Thames ; nor sigh'd nor sought for more. 
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Where then was science, where was enterprise? 

Or where this strong, this ardent thirst of mind. 

That now, as with inunortal courage fired, 

Would burst the bars of supercilious fear. 

And learn its way to everlasting fame ? 

Blame not their Maker, he who form'd them men. 

Endowed their minds with deathless principles, 

And lit them up with beaming intellect : 

But force of habit cramp'd their energies, 

And custom sanctioned what the light of sense, 

And Toice of reason day by day condemned. 

At length the genius of mankind arose, 

And streak'd with light the western hemisphere. 

'Twas now suggested that a city, throng'd, 

So densely throng'd as London, might derive 

Increased advantage from a second Bridge ; 

Westminster then ; for there, as most believed^ 

The work was one of dire necessity. 

Westminster clamor'd to the House of Peers: 

The peers responded to the urgent call, 

And forth it came in all its early pride ; 

'Twixt flood and sky the growing wonder stood. 

Stretched forth its arches o'er the rolling tide. 

And laid its burden on the distant shores. 

From far and near, the teeming populace 

Came forth to witness the sublime display ; 

Whilst martial airs, commingled with the roar 

Of cannon, and the blast of brazen trumps, 

Hang through the air, and seem'd to shake the skies. 

But far as pipe and clarion rung its fame, 

And loud as cannon thund'red in its praise ; 

And much as mortals wond'red and admired» 
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This novel scene was yet to be surpassed 

In lapse of years. The march of intellect 

Produced another, in a more superb, 

A more improved, and more imposing style : 

Fame saw its beauties, and alighted there. 

Then came the Waterloo, and rivalled both. 

The SouTHWABK next, and next this lordly pile 

Whereon I stand, the feeble praise of which, 

Though sung before, might still be sung again. 

On these proud walls, duration sits enthroned 

In regal state, while ruin sits at bay! 

Old father Time might file his ancient teeth. 

Distend his jaws, and gnaw its solid base. 

Till one by one his whiten'd locks shall drop 

From his pale forehead, with the frost of age, 

Before a structure so invincible, 

Shall yield a trophy to his chariot wheels. 

Can this be said of yon proud Monument ? 

There ruin revels — there the rust of time 

Corrodes at random, on whatever may 

By chance or fortune come within its reach. 

Erewhile as I with slow and cautious steps. 

Essayed to climb its lofty eminence. 

The hollow winds came howling through the deep 

And dismal shades, as if empowered to rend 

The gloomy pile asunder ; whilst around 

And underneath my feet, the creaking walls 

Gave awful signs of their approaching fall. 

At that dread moment of impending fate. 

My beating heart betrayed a latent dread ; 

But having gained its utmost altitude, 

And found a standing on the mighty summit, 
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I flung my terrors to the passing winds. 
And breathed more freely^ taking as I stood 
A bold, commanding, comprehensive Tiew 
Of trees and buildings, turrets, qures and domes. 
And gorgeous temples, peering up amidst 
The courtly grandeur of a thousand streets ; 
Each street conducing to the wealth of each. 
And each prolific with a floating mass 
Of living matter, matter organised. 
And set in motion through the ever young 
And vital impulse of immortal mind. 
Immortal! yes, immortal as the light 
That streams along the fields of Paradise* 

' Such is the nature, Such the elements 

Of that complexed and compound creature man. 

And is it true that man, distinguished thus. 

And thus exalted in the mighty scale 

Of endless being, can forget the end 

For which creative power inspired his soul ? 

Would I were able to refute the charge. — 

But more of this hereafter; man is great; 

Great in relation to his outward frames 

And greater still in point of intellect 

The human mind is one extensive realm 

Of busy thought, and lofty enterprise; 

A burning region full of vast desires. 

And capable of planning vast designs. 

A\lio that has spent a silent hour beneath 

The vaulted dome, and richly sculptured walls 

Of yonder solemn, sacred edifice,* 

• St. Paul»i. 
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And gazed around him on its giant strength, 

Its awful pomp, and dread magnificence, 

Would not subscribe with hand and heart to this? 

Scenes thus inyested in the silent gloom, 

And sober sadness of revolving times, 

Are not unfriendly to instructive thought. 

The mind attun'd to musing, turns aside 

To contemplate the proud memorials 

Of men once famed for valour, men of high 

And haughty bearing, whose aspiring souls 

Like Hecla, in eruption, poured a flood 

Of desolation in the groaning land. 

Well has the sculptor imag'd forth the traits 

Of physical endowments, well pourtrayed 

Their martial graces, and. majestic forms. 

But why that warriors should be thus renowned 

For desolating kingdoms, — ^why their fierce 

And bloody triumphs in the battle field. 

Should lift them to the loftiest pinnacle 

Of human glory, I have yet to learn. 

Nor know I yet by what conceded rights. 

They grasp those ample treasures, — is it that 

The lust of Glory, leavened with the love 

Of domination, merits such esteem? 

Illustrious HowABD ! one faint beam of thy 

Intrinsic virtues far outshines them all; 

On earth thou hadst no equal; in thy warm 

Expansive bosom, glowed the principles 

Of love, of feeling, and benevolence ; 

Which overlooking colour, cast, and clime, 

Embraced with true, paternal tenderness. 

The continent of Europe ; sooth'd with gifts 
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The tortured feelings of the starving poor, 
And saved the lives of countless multitudes. 
No laurels, dripping with the vital blood 
Of human victims, wreathed thy honored brow j 
Nor beat of drum, nor martial music hail'd 
Thy philanthropic movements; yet with more 
Than martial courage, thou didst persevere 
In working out thy mild, benevolent, 
And philanthropic measures, till overcome 
With toils and travels, nature sank beneath 
The pressure of affliction ; and thy pure 
And spotless spirit winged its flight to heaven. 

Much do I love to trace the pleasing tiaits 
Of character, developed in the life 
Of one so peaceful, placid, and serene! 
Nor love I less, to climb the dusky pile, 
And from its dizzy heights, with musing eye 
To cull from out the dim magnificence 
Of feudal mansions and of festive halls, 
The minarets of temples reared to Qod, 
O, 'tis a goodly sight, and to a mind 
Matured in judgment, yields supplies of rich 
Materials for reflection ; there as oft 
As dawns the Sabbath, contrite hearts are found 
In audience of their ^aker, drinking in 
The living streams of sweet, celestial peace. 
There floats the bapner of the Saviour's cross, 
And there attracted by the bleeding love 
Of our Redeepier, myriads once engulph'd 
In guilt and ruin, now conjoin to sing 
The moral grandeur of redeeming grace. 
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But not alone in fanes canonical 

Adorned with gothic tower or rising spire 

Is the Redeemer of mankind approached 

With holy, heartfelt homage ; humbler fanes 

Scarce visible above the darkling tops 

Of interjacent buildings, like the teiits 

Of ancient Zion, echo to the tones 

Of simple, glowing, vigorous piety. 

The Master of assemblies looketh not 

On modes, or forms, or mere observances ; 

But wheresover two or three are met 

To supplicate his mercy, there is God, 

The blessed Spirit, present in the midst. 

Say wherefore then should party zeal preclude 

A recognition of those sacred claims ; 

Those kindred ties and close affinities, 

Which ever must in mystic bonds unite 

The body of believers ? is it wise 

In such to foster mutual jealousies, — 

To season argument with sharp reproach, 

And push enquiry to the utmost verge 

Of vague conjecture, rather than submit 

To sacrifice a darling prejudice. 

What, though we diflfer in our estimate 

Of non-essentials, and espouse our own 

Peculiar tenets as the conscience leads — 

Is this to kindle the unhallowed fires 

Of fierce contention, this to sever ties 

More dear and sacred than the ties of blood ? 

Concur we not in thoughts and sentiments, 

Involving in their issue the belief 

That man once shining in the radiant beams 
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Of uncreated glory, so misused 
His liberty of choicei as to implunge 
Himself and offspring in the depths of woe; 
That to effect our ransom from the curse, 
The Heir of all things wore the humblest guise 
Of our degraded species, and became 
In God's own time, obedient unto death; 
lliat by his death he met the rigid claims 
And stern requirements of a broken law; 
That by his blood he blotted out our guilt, 
And rose triumphant from the trembling tomb. 
To die no more for ever, and that now 
Exalted on his mediatorial throne, 
He pours upon his universal church, 
The spirit of conmtion, light, and love; 
Perfumes with incense our enfeebled prayers; 
Presents them to the Father, and with grace 
Ineffable, interprets each desire. — 
Believing this, believing too that in 
The regions of the blessed, none shall touch 
A dissonant, or a discordant string, 
Should we not seek to antedate below, 
Those tranquil pleasures that await us there? 
Say have we not motives to promote the growth 
Of peace between the church's various sects, 
When Satan marshals in his hateful train, 
The Scarlet whore, the scoffing libertine, 
The mean, the mighty, the refined, and rude. 
Of every kingdom, clime, and continent, 
Who at his fearful bidding, ready stand 
To execute bis hellish projects, and 
With subtle malice to subvert the truth. 
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Deem as ve please, the aspect of the times, 

No period, since the heralds of the cross 

First hailed the shores of Britain, until now, 

Was ever pregnant with events of more 

Astonishing, stupendous magnitude. 

But, I'm reminded, that the flight of time 

Outstrips the flight of fancy, — ^here absorbed 

In contemplation, I have mused alone, 

From day's bright noon, till dim and dusky eve; 

And here had lingered, till the diamond stars 

Were peeping on us from the cloudless sky, 

And warning nature to her night's repose. 

Were not the paths adjacent teeming with 

The sons of turmoil, now emitting sounds, 

Inimical to fancy's airy flight 

Those hurried scenes so rife at even tide. 

Might strike us dumb with wonder, were we not 

In part acquainted with the latent cause; 

The latent cause, if we conjecture right. 

Originates in the developement 

Of mind and spirit In that secret fount, 

There works a deep intensity of warm 

Participations, — ^there's a slakeless thirst, 

And ardent longing for the golden fruits 

Of cultivated friendship ; hence the care 

Assiduous and incessant to improve 

The means and measures best adapted to 

The ^d of its attainments, to embalm 

The teeming thoughts in melting sympathy. 

Or shape them fresh from nature into words 

Symbolical of those that once endear'd 

The Son of Jesse, to the Son of Saul 
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And hence the medium through which kindred minds 

Administer their soft appliances, 

To sooth the pangs of absence. Mark me then,-^ 

A superstructure of dimensions vast, 

Whose basement is of granite, and whose walls 

Stand forth a witness of the dauntless march, 

The delving motions, and the daring might 

Of cultivated genius, yielding proofs, 

( If proofs were needful,) of the once remote. 

But now approaching crisis, when the rays 

Of hidden knowledge shall irradiate 

The realms of mental darkness, and produce 

A simultaneous movement in the cause 

Of justice, truth, and pure benevolence. 

Time was, when news transmitted through the hands 

Of lazy, listless drones, grew cold, and lost 

Its glowmg interest in the gulf between. 

Rare then the tillers of the stubborn soil 

Heard aught to gladden or beguile the dull 

Monotony of labour j rarer still 

Was absence sweetened with the interchange 

Of gushing thought, or glowing sentiment. 

But see the contrast, mark the mighty change : — 

Epistles now all redolent of joy, 

Or warm with sighs of undissembled love, 

Or wet with tears of tender sympathy. 

Transmitted hence with speed incredible, 

Are in our keeping, ere the wax is cold ! 

O there is nought in all the mazy rounds 

Of multifarious London that involves 

Such universal interest, nought that sways 

With equal merit, and with equal might. 
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The foster parent, from "whose ardent breast 

It draws a vital power, a nutriment 

Commingled with, and oft compounded from 

The dictates of a bosom running o'er 

With reciprocal feelings. Thus it is 

That one glad heart enkindles joy upon 

The altar of another, though the wild 

And swelling waves of ocean roll between 

The scenes of grief. A friend falls sick and dies—* 

The circumstances of the closing hour 

Are advertised by letter j and away, 

Through intervention of the General Post, 

O'er floods and fields the woeful tidings wing 

Their rapid flight — most rapid, yet most safe. 

O then, what grief is mingled in the cup 

Of those to whom the billet is inscribed ! 

Eyes wont to glisten like the radiant orbs, 

Afloat in fields of ether, must perchance 

In one brief hour be steep'd in bitter tears; 

And hearts must ache, that never ached before. 

It is moreover made to scatter wide 

The seeds of anger, strife, and bitterness, 

Through its stupendous workings ; souls of fire 

Dart forked lighnings at indignant foes :— 

Indignant foes with equal warmth retort 

A volley of vindictives, rounded on 

The reeking anvil of derisive scorn. 

But there's a passion more etherealized, 

And more oblivious — to which it lends 

The most efiicient, most eflectual aid. 

Love is the point in question ; 'tis of loyQ, 
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The sun in its ascendant, shedding beams 

Of dazzling brightness round the breathing charmt 

Of female loveliness ; its quickening rays 

Re-animate the bosom, re^inspire 

The soul and senses of the blushing fair 

With tender, blissful transports, and assure 

The fair expectant, that the object most 

Endeared to her remembrance, still retains 

The same devout attachment that his heart, 

Enchain'd by fond affection, must forget 

To think or throb, to flutter, feel, or live, 

Ere it forget to love. Nor is it less 

The safety valve of science — the support 

And equipoise of all mechanical 

Co-operations, the revolving wheel 

Of sentimental taste, — the pulse of arts, — 

The lungs of commerce, — life and soul of trade. 

See yonder Abbey,* wearing on its grand 
Majestic turrets, and encrusted walls, 
A sable gloom, and dread solemnity ; 
And now again like some great pyramid. 
Abruptly breaking from the misty clouds. 
And flinging round the shadow of its strength ; 
A strength and beauty, that might well command 
Our deepest veneration, and distil 
Into our souls a sympathetic power, 
That might commingle with our hurried thoughts. 
Nor less impressive is the noble scene 
That strikes us as we enter ; what with those 

* W'estminster Abbey. 
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August and graceful columns that support 

The ponderous roof, and what with all the deep 

Sepulchral gloom, and reverential awe 

Of feudal banners and escutcheon'd walls, 

The grave is not more solemn — every shad* 

That flitters round the sculptured canopy, 

Or settles into darkness, sweeps a string 

In unison with those that play around 

The pensive mourner's heart ; and every sound 

That trembles upwards through the vaulted aisles, 

Or peal an echo from the lofty fane, 

Or dies in thunder on the marble tomb, 

Tell on the feelings with an eloquence 

That baffles all the labored skill of man ! 

Ah, me ! how humbling is the thought, that here, 

In this resort of grandeur, sleeps the dust 

Of heroes, warriors, and victorious kings ; 

Together with the more illustrious names 

Of patriots, poets, and philosophers; 

Men once enriched with all the costly gems 

Of human learning, once the herald stars 

Of dawning science, stars of radiant light. 

And stars of more than common magnitude. 

Where now is all their glory? where the trump 

That rang their boundless fame ? or where the plumes 

That waved their triumphs through the nether sky? 

Ah, what avails distinction — ^what avail 

The blooming honours of a passing hour ? 

Ko human skill can cause the dial shade 

To measure back an inch of human life ; 

Nor reins of Empbre, nor embattled troops, 

Kor coats of mail, nor shields of adamant, 
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Can ward aside the winged darts of death. 

The most exalted are the most exposed 

To sudden dangers and disquietudes; 

And dust and glory are but kindred names. 

There's nothing ours of all we call our own : 

Fame, wealth, or station, or whatever else, 

Ambitious man may covet to possess, 

Have in themselves the latent principles 

Of premature, of prompt, and sure decay. 

But there's a clime where change can never come; 

A clime suffused with all the fragrant sweets, 

And balmy odours of eternal spring ; 

A land of glory, pure, unsullied, bright, 

Celestial gbry— -glory infinite — 

Amd glory unconceived; for when that years 

Unnumbered as the liquid drops that fill 

The breast of Ocean shall have rolled away, 

Our field of vision still expands itself. 

And beams with lustre brighter than at first. 

But whence this glory? is it not derived 

From the unfathomed, unexampled depths 

Of God's redeeming mercy? view the grand 

Sublime arrangements of the sacred Three, 

To shield, defend, and save rebellious man ; 

liie sacred Three, in mystic union joined. 

Embarked their infinite, exhaustless stores 

Of grace and truth in this grand enterprise. 

Heaven stooping down to earth pours out at once 

The hoarded treasures of eternity. 

Herein is love, but who can sound its depths — 

Or, who of all the sinless host that speed 

On cherub wings through wide immensity, 
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Can tell its height, or soar to T^here it ends! 

Herein is love, the fountain head of bliss 

Buns o'er with healing mercy; Christ the bright 

Expressive image of the great I Am, 

Assumes our nature, wears a servant's form, 

Endures affliction, sheds the hottest tears. 

And breathes the deepest, warmest sympathies; 

Treads out the wine-press of his Father's wrath, 

And feels the bolt of God's avenging ire; 

Stands in the rebel's stead, and bears away 

The curse, the crime, and consequence of sin I 

See how he grapples with the powers of Hell ! 

A reed his sceptre; Jews and proselytes. 

In mock derision, kneeling at his feet; 

A cross his death bed, and a crown of thorns. 

The softest pillow that satanic hate 

Or fiendish malice, could provide him with. 

O unexampled! mysterious love! 

He lived to serve, and died to save the world! 

Nor end our hopes of healing comfort here : — 

He lived, he died, he lives to die no more. 

Shout all ye heralds of the blood-stained cross. 

Shout ye with loud acclaim, shout earth and sky. 

The world's redeemed-»the world's Kedeemer lives! 

How grand the climax! how surpassing grand 

And glorious all the attributes of grace ! 

And now, as when he crushed the serpent's head, 

And sucked the poison from the sting of death, 

The brightest gem in the Redeemer's crown 

Is mercy: on his placid brow it shines 

With undiminished lustre, and astounds 

Adoring seraphs with its radiant light. 
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Delightful topic! how it calms and sooths 

A mind perturbed with sorrow; how it draics 

By mere attraction, draws the mind away 

From aU terrestrial objects, giving lilbi 

And tone, and vigour to our pensive thoughts. 

My he^ iS tied to this endearing theme; 

My soul is melted;— the celestial gates 

Of glory opdn to my ravished eyes, 

And faith looks in, and sees th'exalted Prince, 

In priestly vestments, sprinkling with his blood 

The beautiful and boundless mercy seat. 

So bright the vision, the enraptured muse 

Had near forgot her purpose, — ^near forgot 

Her pre-engagements to report the fame 

Of busy London; here above the ills 

Of twice ten thousand rising obstacles, 

The statuary plies the molten blocki 

By little and by littles, as with all 

Great master pieces of unrivalled art; 

The work advances, and the molten block 

Becomes a model of exquisite taste ; 

With nice precision every dimple sinks; 

In full perfection every muscle swells ; 

Till life itself, in all the sprightly charms 

Of youthful buoyancy, can scarce exceed 

Its beauty, grace, and silent eloquence. 

Nor does the chisel occupy alone 

The field of Science ; here the painter bums 

With strong desires, and bright imaginings | 

And as his mind, his gifted mind expands, 

The seeds of genius ripen in the clear 

Meridian sun of courtly patronage. 
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All beautiful and lovely, colours float 

Oil his creative fancy, nature seems 

In witching pomp and proud sublimity, 

To wait his bidding, — at his magic touch 

The canvas wears the most attractive forms 

Of taste and elegance ; a landscape now, 

Adom'd with all the rich redundant charms 

Of hiUs and dales, and woods, and winding streams i 

Breaks on the vision with absorbing powelr. 

And now perchance as sterner thoughts pervade 

His emulous and teeming intellect, 

He paints the horrors of a rising storm ; 

Enrobes the sky in sackcloth, veils the sun 

In supernatural darkness, mirrors forth 

The whirlwinds howling through the rocky caves; 

The ocean rolling in tumultuous dread; 

The billows leaping, and the shattered props 

Of nature trembling underneath their "height, 

O happy they who emulous of fame, 

Combine the useful with the true sublime! 

But some there are, to whom the noblest gifts 

Of bounteous pature, prove the direst curse ; 

Whose guilty projects, like the serpent's eye, 

Allure fair virtue to the fatal verge 

Of criminal corrupt indulgences. 

Then coil around, and grasp it till it dies. 

From such seductive, such satanic cheats, 

Great God preserve our sea-encircled Isle ! 

Detested be the chisel that would teach 

Obdurate marble to corrupt a chaste. 

Or feed a wanton fancy ; hated too. 

Intensely hated be the lewd, obscene, 
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Insidious, dark, demoralixing strokes 

Of a lascivious pencil ; let the blush 

Of shame be mantled on the painter's cheek ; 

And let the shades of deep oblivion shroud 

His hateful ofispring in perpetual gloom. 

Another branch of science now in use. 
And one to which the reading world attach 
Ko small importance, is Geology ; 
A science this, embracing in its grasp, 
The fathomless, unfathomed elements 
Of all terrestrial matter, whether deep 
Embedded in the pregnant womb of earth, 
Or borne on ocean's bosom, telling when 
And under what peculiar circumstances. 
The pulse of nature first began to throb. 
Presumptuous man, however, has presumed 
To negative the great primeval cause, 
And trace creation through a lengthened chain 
Of second causes, backwards to the verga 
Of non-existence, toiling even there. 
To prove that matter is coeval with 
The dateless period of eternity. 
More have conjectured that an infinite, 
Confused assemblage of small atoms came 
By giddy chance to float through boundless spaca 
Of troubled chaos, where in lapse of time 
They form'd an earthly substance, rude at first, 
And waste, when some mysterious principle 
Of plastic nature chased the primitive. 
Primeval darkness from the hoary void, 
IBowed on its reeking soil the seeds of light; 
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And hence arose this ponderous universe. 

Thus sung the sages in the olive groves 

Of far famed Athens ; thus in tones sublime, 

Abru{|t or daring as the tide of thought, 

Impeird or slack'd their native energies. 

These ancient worthies gained the world's applause. 

And thus the Romans fabled, wrote, and sang, 

Enchanting millions with their epic odes. 

But bidding now a long adieu to those 

Illustrious bards of classic Greece and Home, 

A turn of thought more swift than winged light, 

Transports us back to London, — back to where 

In finished form and faultless order stands 

Great parent nature's costly cabinet.* 

There we behold, exposed to public view. 

The multifarious forms, and scarce remains 

Of things anterior to the whelming flood ; 

Things foreign to the strata whence they came; 

Coral, and quadrupeds, and beauteous shells ; 

Alluvian matter, dug from fossil beds. 

And dens and caves, a thousand fathoms deep, 

Which if examined in connexion with 

The page of Inspiration, doubtless would 

Contribute largely to the public good. 

Yet some there are who rashly have presumed 

To date the birth-time of creation, back 

To dark eternity, and use the means 

Of information, brought within their reach, 

As instruments of mischief, teaching man 

That fossil matter, found below the depths 

• British Motetun. 
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Of secondary strata indicates 

That mighty changes must have taken place 

In animated nature, through a long 

Successive period of tranquillity ; ^ 

And great commotion, that before the first 

Created man had drawn the vital air, 

Unnumbered millions of organic forms 

Had lived, had flourished, and become extinct ; 

And that the riven rocks, and cloven piles 

Of mountain granite, from their basis torn, 

Are the prodigious wrecks of former worlds, 

From which this mighty globe was organized! 

Now such fallacious theories involve 

A serious question ; God's own word affirms 

That man's transgression brought the tyrant forth, 

And clad his brow with terrors ; but the voica 

Of boasted reason would refute the charge, 

And give to death the seniority. 

Twixt these conflicting statements, how am I 

To judge aright, or where repose my trust ? 

Who most deserves my credit — God or man P 

Can I suppose that He who sits enthroned 

In uncreated glory — He who holds 

The reins of universal Nature in his grasp, 

And rules the fate of empires and of states. 

Could stoop from thence to fabricate a lie ? 

Tis hell itself to harbour such a thought ! 

Let God be true, and let his truth constrain 

Misguided reason to admit the claims 

Of his superior wisdom, and to pay 

Her debt of homage to his awful Name. 

But how I wander ! — earth was not the work 
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Of any long protracted period ; 

Nor was this great terrestrial fabric formed 

Of pre-existing matter, but produced 

From airy nothing, at his high behest.* 

He spake, and as the thunder of his voice 

Reverberated down the steep of Heaven, 

The mighty globe leaped out of empty space, 

And rolled before him in the flowing robes 

Of sylvan beauty ; hills and valleys teemed 

With living verdure; trees and meadows shed 

A grateful fragrance on the balmy gales ; 

And he who fashioned and informed the whole. 

Pronounced it free from blemish. These are fact* 

Attested by the voice of Nature's God ; 

And yet proud science holds them in contempt; 

But truth is great, and though the powers of hell 

May war against it in ten thousand forms, 

And for a season crush it to the earth, 

'Twill yet unbend itself, — ^'twill yet rebound, 

And by a mighty effort render back 

Their own defenceless weapons, filling all 

The thrones of darkness with tumultuous dread. 

Long have we looked on England's youthful Queen, 
As on a being of celestial mould ! 
By reason, light, and inclination led 
To take impressions from the seal of truth ; 
And propagate its glorious principles. 
And shall the blight of disappointment nip 
The cherished blossom of a nation's hope ? 

' Hebr«irt u. t. 
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Forbid it heaven ! King of Kings i be thoa 

Her mighty shield, her shadow and defence! 

Be thou her strength, and thou her all in all ! 

And let our ruling Sovereign's power be made 

Effectual for thy glory; grant that she, 

Secure within the everlasting arms 

Of thy protecting mercy, may outshine 

The lustre of yon bright meridian sun ; 

And live when all his ra}'s are quench'd in night: — 

Live when the stars expire, and triumph through 

The rolling ages of eternity ! 

So bright already beams her diadem, 

That foreigners, though nursed in princely halls, 

And raised by title to the topmost rounds 

Of Fortune's ladder, feel, as they approach 

The gorgeous footstool of the British throne. 

Their own importance dwindle into nought. 

Thus when of old the southern queen went up 

In regal pomp to famed Jerusalem, 

Her soul attracted by the magnet touch 

Of outward splendor, like a balance wheel, 

Suspended hung between the two extremes 

Of speechless wonder, and supreme delight 

But when at length her ravished eyes beheld 

The eastern monarch on his dazzling throne, 

And marked the means by which he cleared her doubts, 

Kesolved her questions, and explored the deep 

Unfathomed mines of everlasting truth, 

The balance turned; and in amazement lost, 

She thus expressed her burning sentiments : — 

Thy fame, great King! thy growing fame is known 

To foreign lands, and foreign tongues are taught 
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To tpeak of thee with reverence devout 

Yet what are words ? ah ! how they lose their forci^ 

And grow enfeebled when applied to thee! 

Here language fails ; the half can ne'er be told. 

Thy youthful greatness far surpasses all 

That human bliss can lavish in iU praise. 
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s^TtHUS far, great London! I have purely sought 

To magnify thy delegated power : 
And whilst attempting to entwine a wreath 
Of blooming garlands round thy honored brow, 
Thy streaming glories, like the dazzling rays 
Of yonder sun, at his meridian height 
Poured all their radiance on my naked head, 
Flashed on my sight, and would have struck me blind, 
Had not lefraction tempered down their fires. — 
Yes, I have seen thy cloudless majesty. 
And stood astonished at thy awful strength, 
And crouched with awe at thy majestic feet 

And now, proud city, thou shall crouch at mine; 
E^er while as thou in regal pomp retiredst 
Within the folding of thy palace doors; 
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The muse looked down a lengthened aperture, 

Communicating with thy gilded halls, 

And saw thee drunken, not indeed with wine; 

But thou wast drunken with excess of wealth. 

Extremes of fortune, like the maddening fumes 

Of alcohol, had made thy head to swim, 

Thy steps to falter, and thy nerves to shake. 

And there thou wast a paragon of pride — 

A fearful picture of devoted Tyre, 

When Alexander, prince of Macedon, 

Besieged, and burnt, and rased it to the dust. 

Who looks at thee through the prospective glass 

Of prophecy, and sees not, hanging o'er 

Thy dizzy heights and frowning battlements. 

The indications of a fearful storm ? 

To what extent this brooding storm may rage, 

The past would teach us, were we apt to learn. 

The fate of empires tells a mournful tale 

Of war, and bloodshed, consequent on pride. 

And might not London who has shared their crime, 

Expect at length to share their punishment? 

Pride was not made for man; it ill becomes 

A pamper'd people to exalt their heads 

Above their fellows, and to lord it o'er 

The poor and needy, who have none to help. 

Yet would the evil, serious as it is. 

Be less appalling if it ended here. 

But other blots there are, of deeper dye. 

Indelible and deep as those of blood! 

What's Avarice f say you who know it best; 

Say is it not contagious? Is it not 

A moral plague-spot, fatal in effect 
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To thousands in this vast metropolis? 

I once presumed to ask a sordid wretch 

Of large possessions, if his wealth were bliss — 

He knit his brows, compressed his withered lips, 

And met the question with a look of scoru. 

I asked another, bending underneath 

The grievous weight of threescore years and ten — 

He sighed, but spoke not, shook his whitened locks, 

And turned aside to wipe a starting tear. 

At length I ask'd my Bible, when a voice, 

Majestic as the deep vibrating voice 

Of many waters, deign'd me this reply « — 

The way to wealth is not the way of peace ; — 

If any man should let the world engross 

His fond affections, 'tis a fearful proof 

That peace is martyr'd, and the olive branch 

Which form'd her sceptre, withered on her tomb. 

The love of money is the root of crime j 

The human heart is the impregnant womb. 

The parent source and native element, 

From whence alone this baneful root derives 

Vitality, support, and sustenance. 

Crimes growing out of this impoison*d root, 

Are like the grapes of Sodom, fair indeed 

To men of laxed, corrupted principles. 

But when examined in the light of heaven, 

As black with guilt, as if they grew in hell : 

There's no connection then 'twixt wealth and bliss. 

A miser happy ! 'tis a gross mistake — 

A child of fancy floating on the brain. 

The more of wealth, the less of true content. 

As in the lofty dome of boundless space, 
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And blue infinitude the moon at full 
Is farthest from the radiant orb of day, — 
So selfish man, wrapt up in borrowed light. 
Must in proportion as he gathers wealth, \ 

Be retrogating from the fount of bliss. | 

Contentment lies in thoughts, and not in things ; 
Things may assume a false delusive form, 
And then beguile us as the serpent once 
In Paradise beguiled our mother Eve. 
Gold must be weighed to know its sterling worth- 
Weighed in the balance of impartial truth, 
And weighed against a world of big desires — 
Should these preponderate, the gold is dross. 
These facts attested, these assertions proved, 
The richest miser is the poorest wretch 
That ever crawled the weary rounds of life. 
But, 'tis not he, whose selfish heart is bent 
In worship at the shrine of sordid Gold, 
That most deserves the stigma of reproach: 
'Tis sure no. slight ofience to gorge and feast 
On artificial dainties, pall the taste, 
Impair the health, and court an early tomb. 
Was it for this indulgent heaven ordained 
Sunshine and showers to fertilize the earth. 
Mature the waving crops, and crown at length 
The toils and labours of the husbandman ? 
For this, that man the masterpiece of all 
This fair creation, should employ the means 
Of his existence to subvert its ends. 
And consummate his ruin? horrid thought! 
And then the drunkard; who that owns a spark 
Of manly feeling, would not blush to stand 
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In close relation to a mretch so base! 
See how he swallows down the deadly draughty 
Which by its action on the wheels of life, 
Spreads o'er his face a ghastly pallid hue ; 
Nor works the poison on his /ace alone;— 
His mintTa a wreck (adrift on life's dark sea,) 
A total wreck, reduced to beams and ends 
And broken fragments of disjointed thought. 
How bent on ruin ! oh how madly bent 
On that decisive, that tremendous doom, 
That must await him at the hour of death 
When God shall thunder in his startled ears, 
"Depart ye cursed into fire and chains." 

Much as I love my freedom, friends and home, 
I'd rather now, far rather now be doomed 
To end my days in hopeless banishment, 
Or die a felon on the gallows tree. 
Than die a dnmkard. Oh, that death of deaths 
At thought of it my very blood runs cold ! 
Yet how in London is that freezing thought 
To be repressed? we cannot read a page 
Of its eventful, checquer'd history. 
That is not blackened with the rash results 
Of unrestrained and swinish appetites. 
Alas, for London ! not a fouler crime 
Was ever practised in a pagan land. — 
Talk we of pagans f let us look at home. 
What is a pagan ? is he not the slave 
Of sense, of passion and of dark distrust? 
And what are those who hold in proud contempt 
The christian sabbath, making it a day 
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Of bu&y commerce or of idle sport. 

As circumstance or inclination leads f 

And is it thus, and in this golden age. 

When gospel light is flooding half the globe, 

And inundating the strong holds of sinP — 

Can it be true, that London, blessed with these 

Sublime and grand, and great advantages 

Should be distinguished for the gross abuse 

And open breach of God's supreme command P 

Alas, it is ! The pomp of equipage. 

The hurly-burly of the rumbling wheels, 

And press and jo&tle of pedestrian troops. 

Their gait, their dress, their looks and language too. 

With striking force demonstrate the fact. 

See yonder tufted plain, the central point 

Of glittering show and idle pageantry.* 

There on the sabbath, when the sons of God 

Go up to worship at the shrine of truth, 

Tlie prince of darkness holds a levee, and 

Exults to gaze around him on the crowd 

Of gay adorers, in whose captive hearts 

He works his dark infernal stratagems; 

Gives fearful impulse to the tide of thought; 

And in the prospect of their awful doom, 

Awhile forgets his own exhaustless pains. 

Ah ! little as the subject might affect 
A stoical or cold torpescent mind, 
The seeds of evil germinated there, 
Bear the dishonor of the christian name 

• Hyde Park. 
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To the remotest regions of the glohe. 

O that our God, our great mysterious God, 

Who gave his law on Sinai's awful mount, 

And wrote them twice on tables made of stone, 

Would write another on their marble hearts ! 

Be it however, be it here observed, 

We are not pleading for the formal rounds, 

The legal rites, and cold austerities 

Of blinded men, whose hopes of Heaven are built 

On native worth, and moral rectitude ; 

But we contend, and ever must contend, 

That all infringements on that sacred day 

Which the Eternal sanctified and blessed, 

Is treason, daring treason against Him, 

Whose righteous sceptre rules the universe. 

Next comes the vile Procuress^ vile as all 
The filth of lust, and froth of hell can make ! 
A rank, polluted, and apostate fiend ! 
Were I an artist, as the ancients were, — 
Had I the skill, the limner's skill to paint, 
I'd rend the veil from off her smirking face, 
Strike out at once its guilty lineaments. 
And hold the strumpet up to public scorn. 
Would'st thou, that readest these impartial lines, 
Would'st thou behold the monster's dark retreat ? 
Then stretch thy wondering eyes to yonder pile \ 

Of stately buildings, tow'ring to the skies : — 
A coach and suite before the folding gates. 
The hall emblazoned with a burnished lamp, 

The upper chambers curtain'd into night : — I 

There dwells the fiend, the dark designing fiend^ I 
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There stands her shambles, there her slaughter-house, 

And there a damself newly victimized, 

A child of promise, who could once repose 

Beneath the shadow of a father's wing, 

Or sit regaling on a mother's smiles, 

With fond delight, and filial confidence; 

A state of feeling little short of heaven! 

Behold her now an exile from her home, 

Bereft of friends, of fortune, and of flEune} 

Despoil'd and pillag'd of her native worth* 

Her virgin bloom, and maiden chastity j 

A wily serpent coiling in her path ; 

A barbed arrow planted in her breast; 

A deadly poison rankling in her veins^ 

And menacing the citadel of life. 

Ah, there disease anticipates at large, 

The putrefaction of the noisome grave; 

And causes by its slow consuming fires, 

The pale, cadaverous, and loathsome wretch. 

To rot alive in passion's putrid sink. 

Well then might wisdom lift her warning voice, 

And utter forth her deep impassioned cries 

Against a foe so foul with rank debauch; 

So fit for cursing, and so ripe for death ; 

And thus in terms of strong abhorrence add:— 

** Her steps go down to everlasting death ; 

Her guests are in the dark profound of hell." 

The scene is changed, and now the tragic stage 
Is trod by Gamesters — gamesters, what are they? 
Ay, what are gamesters? shall we call them men? 
Nayi fathar demons in the shape of men I 
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Now, would tlie muse assist my weakened powers^ 

I'd write a satire that should sting them home, 

And brand their names with deathless infamy ! 

But where commence the long provoked attack? 

Where dip my pen in gall and wormwood now, 

That might imbitter? but 'tis colour makes 

Such hateful monsters to be most abhorred* 

The vice of gaming, and its cursed effects, 

Shoidd all be wrote in characters of blood ! 

Were Satan, as the reigning prince of hell, 

To conjure up a congregated host 

Of dark, malignant, raving, roaring fiends, 

Who, in conjunction with his dread commands, 

Should sit in council round his flaming throne, 

And rack their intellects in forming schemes 

To wreak their vengeance on the sons of men,— - 

I doubt if all their malice could suggest 

A more successful, more infernal scheme. 

See yonder mansion, left without its lord ; 

That lord in limbo, and his sole effects 

Sold off to cancel what is falsely termed 

His dehts of honor ; whilst perchance his poor, 

But honest tradesmen, plead their suit in vain. 

Behold another who has staked and lost 

A princely fortune at the gaming board : 

His wealth and credit, thus consumed at play. 

The cruel morning finds him in a state 

Of mental anguish not to be described. — 

Mark how he shudders, how his madden'd soul, 

BAck'd on the wheel of thought, is planning means 

To make its exit thro' the gates of death. — 

Now resolute, now more than half-afraid, 
D 
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He holds his temples for a moments' pause; 

That pause is fatal; see, he starts afresh! 

Smites on his forehead in a paroxysm 

Of whelming grief, inveighs at providence. 

Despairs of help, falls on his sword and dies ! 

How guilty those — ^how more than guilty those 

Who gild the bait, and plan the fatal snare 

Of strong temptation in their shining path; 

For such a crafty craven hearted crew, 

I'd almost said damnation is too good ! 

In this faint sketch of blighted happiness, 

There's no attempt to tread the mazy tracts 

Of idle fiction, or of wild romance. 

But subjects furnished by distressing facts. 

I knew a neighbour, who at twenty-one 

Became possessed of thirty thousand pounds I 

But he was folly's child, and fondly wished 

To be the foremost in her shining ranks ;-^ 

His princely fortune, like a magnet, drew 

The wily harpies of the sporting world 

In countless numbers round his festive board : 

Some sang the honors of his ancient house, 

And some his growing fame, whilst others prais'd 

The native goodness of his generous heart ! 

Then came the gaming hoards — ^the bailiffs next, — 

And next the horrors of imprisonment \ 

A tender wife, and two defenceless babes, 

"Were driven forth from their paternal home. 

And doom'd to combat with contempt and scom^ 

Or sit neglected in the dark abode 

Of abject want, and squalid misery : 

And hci the author of their nameless woes, 
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Deserted now by those who once professed 
To be his constant, firm, unfailing friends, 
And goaded on by feelings of remorse, 
Drags out a life of mental agony. 

Nor far before him is the arrogant 
Self-dignified, self-righteous Pharisee: 
Who, from the stores of his abounding wealth. 
Doles out a scanty pittance to the wretch 
Reduc'd to all the dire extremes of woe; 
For which his flatter'd, fulsome pride exacts 
An endless obligation, making life's 
Embittered cup more crude and bitter stiD. 
Are these the traits of pure benevolence ? 
True charity is ever wont to shun 
The promenade of fashion, clad in robes 
Of moral beauty, such as angel minds 
Might contemplate with feelings of delight; 
And touched with all the tender sympathies 
Of human nature. Lo ! with tearful eyes 
She tracks the steps of famine, want and woe ; 
And midst appalling terrors, undismay'd 
Administers the balm of heavenly hope, 
Which gently falling on the bleeding heart, 
Frets not the wounds it closes ; but imparts 
Celestial vigor to the languid breast. 
Whilst he, ambitious to be borne aloft 
On wings of homage to the heights of fame, 
Must by constraint of this unseemly pride. 
Dispense his bounties in the blaze of noon, 
And have a herald, posting through the land, 
To chronicle his goodness forth to all! ^ 
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Well be it thus; and since that human praise 

Is so congenial to his morbid taste — 

Since blind selMoye, in its most sabtile foxmsi 

Is inter-knit and interwoven through 

The secret foldings of his callous heart ; 

Let smooth tongued sycophants salute his ears 

With greetings of applause ; and let his deeds, 

His specious almsdeeds, be emblazoned on 

The brightest roll of fame ; yet let him know 

A day is coming, that shall mirror back 

His hidden motives to the open gaze 

Of congregated millions ; let him know 

His coY0rt aims will then be scrutinized 

With unrelenting justice ; when a curse 

More deep and bitter than the flaming curse 

That fell en Sodom, shall at length be heard 

To break in thunder on his startled ear 

And strike him dumb with dread and deep dismay. 

'Twas winter, gloomy, cheerless, cold. 
Inclement winter — ^winter robed in storms. 
And throned amidst the war of elements.— 
'Twas more — ^'twaS midnight and the howling winds 
Were heard to madden and to mutter threats 
Of wasting desolation; drifting snow 
Fell like a shroud upon the wretches whom 
Adversity had branded with the mark 
Of walking spectres, who at that dread hour 
Perambulated the multivious rounds 
Of London and its suburbs. Frantic with 
The t>ang8 bf cold and hunger, 'mid this scene 
Of fearful destitution, one there was, 
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Whose reckless steps and darkly knitted brow 

Betoken'd inward anguish too intense 

For finite thought to fathom.— Oft would he 

Look down the vista of the gloomy grave. 

And hold a truce with death, as if on earth 

No social tie remained, nor bride, nor babe, 

Nor kindred dear, with whom to weep or smile. 

And yet it was not so ; his lot was shar'd 

By one whose heart dilated with a fond 

Excess of sweet and soothing S}'mpathie8. 

But value as we may, the sacred, high, 

Cemented bands of mutual intercoursCi 

Participation lightens not the load 

Of hopeless anguish, gushing from beneath 

The tread of meagre famine ; rather adds. 

By sympathetic contract, pains unknown 

To those who pine in gloomy solitude. 

Time was, when Arnold could not breathe a wish 

That found not in the tranquil scenes of home 

Its utmost consummation. Home was sweet S 

A wife in whom concentred all the bright, 

Befulgent rays of moral excellence. 

The light thereof. One little blue-eyed babe, 

The happy pledge of matrimonial bliss, 

Hung on her breast, and reveVd in her smiles! 

But these were raptures too refin'd to last. — 

Time rolled away, the tide of fortune ebb'd— 

The vessel stranded— and the freight was lost. 

Beduc'd at length to abject penury, 

Their dwelling was a garret, whose dark walls 

A frowning aspect wore ; a bed of straw — 

Two broken chairs, a table and a stool, 
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Ck)mpffi8Qd tbeir eortiiJy tnaanif. That9 aleiM^ 

In mournful alkaoe fia% ^ pati^Vme^ 

DeToteA mo&er; wailang with iiiteiuM 

Anxiety, the comsog of ber fond. 

Affianced husband. Wh«ii iritli bgging iteja 

And low dejectetd 8pirit9» io ! ho came. 

But ah! his coming ooon, too sooni tnbu^i^ 

How much ho needed the assiduous cfure^ 

The soft address, and e'en the rhetoric 

Of doting fondness, to allay his fears* 

Reclining on a seat, poor Arnold now 

Besum'd the topic of his hopeless grieft : — 

" Twould seem,'' mid he << as if the elea^ents 

Of mind and matter were impelled by some 

Omnipotent, resistless agency, 

To fight against us, as the angry stall 

Once fought against the host of Sisei^* ** 

Then added with a deep, unearthly groiw^ — 

"We once were happy! would we ne'er had been I 

The retrospect of plea8ur^8 once enjoy'd, 

But now forever lost, by means unknowny 

HaTO foimd a method of inflicting pains, 

Acute and raging as the pains of helL" 

" Knewest thou'* rejoin'd his partner in distress, 

" lE^newest thou, dear Arnold, how thy bitter plainti 

Appall'd my soul with terror, thou would'st c^eck 

Thy loud repinings and at least assume 

The outward show of manly fortitude. 

Consider now the ravens, how they dwell 

Apart from man in the profoundest depths 

Of nature's gloom ; they neither sow nor rei^; 

Storehouse nor bam baye they $ epd yet the l^md 
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Of bounteous heaven suppliet their every want 
Say wherefore then should we despair of help ! 
What tho' the cisterns and the common springps 
Of sustenance be dry, and dry the milk 
Of human kindness in the narrow breasts 
Of wealth abounding neighbours, God can give 
Streams in the desert, make the parched ground 
A pool of water, and the thirsty land 
Now, as of old, to teem with humid life. 
O thou of little faith, why doubtest thou! 
Doubt if thou wilt, the radiance of the sun^ — 
Doubt if thou wilt, the lustre of the stars, — 
Tea doubt thine own existence, doubt if e'er 
Thou had'st a being, rather than be fouBd 
To doubt the goodness of eternal Oodl" 
Thus spake the best of women ; still her wonii 
Tho' utter'd m the most impassion'd toaef 
Of eloquence, fell powerless to the ^^ouod. 

^Tis meet," he answer'd, " I allow ' tie meet 
The lordlings of creation, in whose lap 
The partial skies in endless plenitude 
Bain golden manna ; whom each morning sun 
Salutes with gladness, as if none were worth 
One soUtary favor save themselves ! 
'Tis meet that such should place implicit trust 
In God's paternal goodness, and adopt 
The Poefs theme, '' JVhatevar w, w right!" 
But I, an alien to the commonwealth 
Of universal nature, prisoned up 
In tenfold darkness, barr'd from God and heaveOi 
And sorely bnwed is spirit should ofiend 
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More by presuming on Almighty aid, 
Than by a course of bold temerity. 
Ah! wherefore was I bom! or being bom, 
Wherefore has fate impos'd the penalty 
Of dying thus ten thousand deaths in one* 

He ended, and o'ercome with past fatigue, 
Eeclin'd his body on a bed of straw, 
And steep'd his senses in a troubled sleep. 

Eight days had past, and each succeeding day 
Had, like the fringing of a tempest cloud, 
Flung deeper shadows on their doubtful fate. 
The week was at an end, and with it came 
The end of Arnold's credit. Bread, the staff 
Of sinking nature, could not be procured. 
"The world" said Arnold, as his spirit bow'd 
Beneath the blasting stroke, " the world is full 
Of proud oppression, craft and cruelty; 
And those who reckon with the pennyless, 
Unmerciful as tigers o'er their prey. 
Long have I look'd for this; at length 'tis come— 
The consimmaation of my woe is /:ome!" 
Pale now with terror, he could add no more: 
Excess of grief had chok'd his utterance. 

Meanwhile implunged in supernatural gloom 
The infant fasted, and the mother pray'd; 
But resignation is a science babes 
Are seldom taught, a Ecience hard to learn. 
And fiur beyond their capabilities. — 
The oflGspring of a Cato might have wept 
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For very anguish, had he thus been doom'di 

Like the cameleon, to subsist on air. 

Till now the babe had slumber'd, but the pains 

Of hunger roused her, and again she raised 

Her swimming eyes, and sobb'd aloud for food. 

Then did the features of poor Arnold wear 

A look of desperation ! madness shed 

A flash of terror o'er his hollow cheeks ; 

His woes too deep to find relief in tears, 

Burnt downwards through his passions, till they reach'd 

The inmost core of feeling; then upsprung 

A sudden blaze of whelming agony, 

That mock'd his utmost efforts. "Wife" said he, 

"Were I ahne a prey to haggard want, 

I might perehance survive its cruel pangs. 

But oh ! the child! distraction's in the thought; 

Our sinless child must share the bitter cup! 

How wanes the lustre of her laughing eyes, 

And fades the radiant rosy tints of health. 

That erst illumed her face ! O dreadful change ! 

Dost thou not hear her plaintive cries for food? 

Or seest thou not her eyes suffused with tears? 

Those scalding tears, in mournful eloquence 

Too big for words, speak daggers to my heart. 

As there's a God above, she thall have bread f " 

This utter'd, he precipitantly made 
His exit from the chamber; whilst oppress'd 
With sad presentiments of deeper woes, 
The partner of his sorrows knelt and wept, 
And by her tears and strong entreaties, strove 
To change his guilty purpose. But in vain! 
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Already in the street, he heard her not; 
Nor heard he aught in nature, save a waU 
Of lingering sadness from the dying storm. 

At length, a stranger whose exterior mien 
Bespoke divine compassion, cross'd his path, 
To whom poor Arnold, in a tone that might 
Have touched a demon's bosom, told his plain, 
Unvamish'd tale of sorrow, and implored 
A pittance of his wealth, however small. 
But he unmoved and fill'd with love of self, 
Cast on the weary pilgrim's shrunken form 
A look of fierce derision, and replied 
In bitter tones of cutting irony, — 
"Begone base recreant ! begone and work ! " 
**Begone, and work!" answer'd the man of griefs; 
Begone^ and work ! vile hackney'd sophistry! 
By which the heart, encased in adamant, 
Conciliates its sordid avarice. 
*' Begonet and work ! and this to one, whose flesh 
Is worn by famine to the naked bone. 
Oh, mockery, more atrocious, than the stem 
Egyptian monarch's, who exacting the 
Full tale of bricks, den/d the dole of straw. 
Comes this of begging alms P then open wide, 
O earth the cavern of thy deepest gloom. 
And swallow up my being! swallow too 
My fondest, dearest treasures, ever held 
Than life more sacred, if I beg again. 
But list, the sound— the slow approaching sound 
Of heavy footsteps — ^now as heretofore 
Renews my agitation. Vengeance aid^ 
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Aid ihoa the workings of my heated brain : — 

Your money, sir, I will not be denied; 

Nor will I yield, nor will I brook delay; — 

Make speed ! make speed ! my babe's in want of bread ! 

Comply, thou livest — ^repulse me, and thou diest ! " 

— "Here is my purse " rejoined the terrified, 

Heart stricken traveller, " do with it as 

Thy boisterous will determines ; but beware 

Of rushing thus, in blinded fury down 

The crumbling yerge of ruin, lest the laws 

Of retribution should exact thy blood, 

As an atonement for the desperate deed." 

— ^** Why waste thy words " said Arnold, " on a wretch 

Whose destiny henceforward must be linked 

To self abhorrence, madness and despair. 

Thy purse with gold is laden, take it back ; 

Ten shillings will suffice me — ^'twill perchance 

Procure a respite for my starving child : — 

Take thou the surplus — and depart in peace, " 

— Tis hard to wrestle with the mountain waves 

Of human destiny, — ^'tis harder still 

For fondness to be prudent — ^Ye who know 

The feeling of a parent, ye can tell 

How difficult it is, to war and fight 

Against the law of love, — say, could ye bear 

Your tender babes to suffer day by day. 

The pangs of want and hunger P 'tis too much ; 

Life's drama deepens, as the searing thought 

Kecurs to recollection — caution, care, 

Self-preservation and the love of life, 

All are forgotten in the deep inteqse 

Anxiety of pure parental loye. 
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'Twas thus with Arnold; human pdlcy 
Might haye suggested some ingenious mode 
Of shunning observation, some obscure, 
Some tortuous route, or well-dissembled guise. 
But he impelled by stronger motives, sought 
With unremitting ardor, to secure 
The safety of his wife and starving child. 
The frighted stranger folloVd in the rear. 
And in amazement saw him drawn, as if 
By strong attraction, to a baker^s shop; 
From whence he shortly issued, laden with 
Bread for his babe, and quickly disappeared. 
—•Suffice to say, the stranger in his turn 
Approach'd the shop, and on inquiry leam'd • 

The dwelling, name, and circumstances of 
His singular assailant; — ^leam'd how long. 
And deeply he had suffered, and that nought 
But gnawing hunger, coupled with the pangs 
Of sympathetic pity for his own 
Half famish'd household, could have made him swerve 
In thought or purpose fi'om the paths of truth. 

Touched with the tale, the generous stranger tore 
His purse-strings open, and with liberal hand. 
Invested with the tradesman gold enough 
To bid a bright good-morrow; adding, ''Let 
The sufferers want for nothing; give them bread, 
And give the money there may be to spare ! " 
— ^Meanwhile poor Arnold had regained his home; — 
" There, there," he stood exclaiming, as he plac'd 
His purchase on the table, ** wile, 'tis well, 
Pve made arrangements for another week; 
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Care not for me, I cannot eat as yet; 
Am sick and fainting — ^may be better soon ; 
But eat thyself, and give the child to eat" 
With doubtful joy, she did as he desired, 
And ere the tongue of time had numbered o'er 
The strokes of midnight, they had sank to sleep. 

'Twas mom, and Arnold, writhing with remorse, 
Hose from his pallet, and with hurried steps, 
Paced to and fro his chamber, musing with 
Intensity of feeling, o'er the dim. 
Dark blotted page of doubtful memory. — 
— ^Was it a dream ? poor Arnold ask'd himselfi — 
Was it a dream, a transformation dire 
Of incoherent, idle fantasies, 
Which flit around the silent couch of night ! 
Could dreams inflict such torture, could they give 
Such quenchless ardor to the searing flame 
That rankled in his bosom ! — ^when a glance 
From out his casement on the street below, 
BesolVd the doubtful question ; '-there with bold 
And scrutinizing aspect stood the man 
He had encountered the preceding night. 
'Twas he — ^ah, who could doubt it ! 'twas his height, 
His figure, form, and dress, — 'twas he — twas he ! 
Struck as by lightning, Arnold stagger'd back,— 
Convulsively embraced his wife and babe— 
And then in all the madness of despair. 
Flew to a closet, and made fast the door. 
Meantime the stranger with a look of deep 
Commiseration enter'd the forlorn 
Apartment he had fled, — and thus in tones 
S 
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Of tenderness and soothing sympathy, 
Addressed the heart-sick mother : — ^" Madam, 1 
Must crave your pardon for intruding on 
Your household duties at this early hour, 
The purport of my visit's soon explained: 
You long have suffered from a lengthened train 
Of frowning cares, and fierce calamities. 
I come to offer aid, and beg that your 
fiigh sense of honor will forgive the act. 
In favor of the motive." Arnold's wife 
Gazed on his features with a tearful smile 
Of heartfelt gratitude ; and then exclaimed, 
" Oh Arnold !-r-Arnold ! quit thine hiding place 5 
Come forth and join me in acknowledgements 
Of providential mercies. — Said I not 
His care extended to the most forlorn." 

No living voice replied, no Arnold came : 
She rushed into the closet, he was gone! 
— ^At that same instant, shrieks — loud piercing shrieks, 
Bang from the street beneath, a crowd was there 
Collected round the body of a man. 
Who in a paroxysm of mad despair, 
Had thrown himself in headlong fury from 
The upper story of a dwelling house. 
The lifeless corpse was Arnold's ! — ^Memory bleeds, 
And Nature blushes to record the fact. 

Now at the risk of being thought too weak, 
We must denounce the Drama j not because 
The drama deepens the voluptuous flood 
Of intellectual feeling,— not because 
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The fire of genius, sometimes flashing from 

Dramatic writings, elevates the soul, 

And gives expansion to the realms of thought ; 

But we denounce it as the baleful source 

Of an immense, accumulated mass 

Of evils in their most seductive forms; 

And therefore certain to produce the most 

Mischievous and disastrous consequence. 

The stage considered in its character, 

Embraces all the tributary streams 

Of foreign, native, and domestic crimes, 

That flow, or can in stealthy channels flow 

From man's corrupted nature ; here as in 

The breast of Ocean, when its troubled waves 

Are wildly clashing with the ruffled winds, 

The elements of passion,' pride, and lust. 

Are found commingling here; and hence the sons 

Of dissipation, lured by strong desire, 

And symbolized by folly, love to haunt 

The yawning whirlpool, love to witness scenes 

Of moral desolation, and exult 

To hear the waves of stormy passion roll 

In correspondence with their own depraved 

And agitated feelings, making this 

A specious pretext for their blackest gult. 

Conceive we then, if frail conception dares, 

So bold our enterprise, conceive how much 

Of moral evil is comprised in that 

Significant, high sounding word — ^the stage ! 

" Yet still,'' exclaim its strenuous advocates, 

" Yet still morality to some extent 

Is blended with the drama." Grant it is ;— 
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Grant we the piece embodies some select, 

Some choice citations from the teeming page 

Of truth itself; will these repel the tide 

Of strong corruption ? these resist the force 

Of double, treble the amount of rank, 

Licentious, lewd, debasing sentiments ? 

Is error less beguiling, when it lurks 

Beneath the mantle of immortal truth — 

Or vice the less seductive, when disguised 

In sacred Virtue's bright habiliments ? 

Who sees not that when truth and honor lend. 

Conjointly lend their high authority 

To any form of vice the plot succeeds; 

The plan's accomplished, and the purpose gained. 

Suppose some hellish ill-designing hag, 

Of hideous aspect, were to hold a draught 

Of deadly poison to my parched lips. 

Contending that the baneful cup contained 

The balmy juices of luxurious vines ; — 

What, though she swore by all the awful names 

Within the compass of her mother tongue. 

Should I believe the monster? should I not 

Indignant at her glaring villany. 

Repel the offer with a look of scorn. 

And dash the venom from her murderous hand? 

But let the potion be infused in wine. 

And with a show of goodness, warmly pressed 

Against my yielding purpose; let me think 

'Tis meant in kindness, meant to do me good; 

I thus beguiled, thus taken off my guard, 

And not suspecting any black design. 

Might sip and sip, till moody madness fired 
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My senseless brain, and heavy stupor seal'd 
My rolling eyeballs in the sleep of death! 
Dilute your poisons then, ye Thespian bards! 
With drops of some fine essay, edge the cup 
With artificial effervescent sweets, 
And call it nectar, call it sacred bliss, 
Or call it sovereign balm, — ^'tis poison still. 
How powerful then should this dread state of things 
Tell on the feelings of a heart imbued 
With sacred piety! how ought each pulse 
To throb with pity as the painful fact 
Recurs to recollection! surely men 
Of hallowed genius, qualified to fill 
The sacerdotal office, should with firm 
And steady purpose, struggle hard to stem 
The whelming torrent in its headlong course. 
Would I were equal to the arduous task! 
Mo human power, though magnified beyond 
The utmost stretch of probability, 
Should neutralize my efforts: I would brave 
The lash of critic-tongues, the taunts of scorn, 
And terrors of derision, and would shape 
The burden of my feelings into words 
Of high absorbing interest, and appeal 
To British parents, in a tone that might 
Engage their close attention. I would then 
Portray the stage in flaming characters : 
And then conjure them by the love they bear 
The smiling pledges of their mutual bliss — 
By all that childhood can inflict or feel- 
By all its soft beguiling tones of voice — 
By all its sweet endearing smiles and tears — 
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And by the dawning, deathless properties 
Of mind and spirit, to preserve from blight 
Those gems and buds of immortality; 
Till animated with a burning sense 
Of their parental duty, each should join 
In combination to impeach the streams 
Of this impoison'd fountain, and direct 
Their youthful offspring to the high pursuit 
Of chaster pleasures, more enduring joys ! 
Thy blessing, then, O God ! thy blessing would 
Succeed their best endeavours, and produce 
A glorious reformation through the land : 
The stage would totter to its riven base, 
And angels shout its final overthrow [ 

Nor is it less a source of deep regret 
That anarchy still lurks within the soul 
Of factious London, fans the latent sparkg 
Of wild ambition to a mighty flame ; 
And like the crater of Mount Etna bums 
With reckless fury, belching up around 
The ancient bulwarks of the British throne. 
Our sires were blockheads cries a modem wit, 
Blockheads and tyrants in conjunction held 
The reins of empire ; hence their cursed laws 
Surviving them, serve but to aggravate 
The ills of life, to sweat the human brow. 
And swell the columns of the statute book! 
And then Meligion, why should that be deemed 
A balm to heal the body politic, 
And in the blindness of fanatic zeal 
Be forced like hemlock down our bleeding throats ? 
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Avay \ntli priestcraft, and away with all 

The rigid laws of stem antiquity : 

Burst, burst your fetters, break the tyrant's chain; 

Gird on your scabbards, quit yourselves like men, 

And in your struggle w^ith contending foes. 

Be this your watchword, 'Death or Victory.' 

Thus brays the anarchist, whilst thousands hang 

In speechless wonder, on his withered lips. 

And now to what contemptuous image shall 

We liken him? Behold the noisy Drum! 

High as the clouds it lifts its thundering voice, 

And calls for admiration; on each side 

The sound sublime reverberates; shakes grief 

And melancholy from the lowering brow ; 

Unfolds the floodgates of sensation, 

And fills the soul with secret ecstacy! 

Yet, notwithstanding this, 'tis but a drum ! 

A mere machine, a passive tool, a cask 

Of emptiness ! and such are those for whom 

They entertain those glowing sentiments. 

Here I would fain break off, and bury deep 
In dark oblivion what remains untold: — 
Yet why this flinching in an honest cause? 
Why this reluctance to resent the wrongs — 
Defend the rights and vindicate the claims 
Of injured virtue, — virtue stigmatis'd. 
Outraged, derided, scorned and trampled on ? 
Ask you what mean I ? rather ask, what mean 
The endless groanings of a venal press ! 
Mark how it toils to propagate the seeds 
Of moral evil j how it lends its aid 
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Its powerful, dark, demoralising aid, 
To lecherous, lewd, corrupt and bloody men ! 
£'en now my fancy paints a loathsome wretch, 
More loathsome far, than langnage can describe, 
Who in the heat of his distempered blood, 
Would rend asunder all the tender ties 
Of sacred wedlock, immolate the last 
Surviving spark of virtuous principle. 
And deluge earth in one spring-tide of lust! 
Thus much famed Owen, should it reach thy ear. 
Thus much for thee and thy new moral world. 
O, thou abandoned villain, know thyself! 
Know thou hast eam*d an immortality ! 
Thy record is on brass ; and know, as Time 
Transmits it down to late posterity, 
The aged sire will shudder at thy name. 
And infant tongues be taught to lisp thee vile* 
Is this a libel ? have I overleap'd 
Or overshot the boundary line of truth ? 
Look round and see ! see how thy principles. 
Thy dark, debasing, damning principles. 
Have worked in London ! how the tender plant 
Of virtue withers at the blighting touch, 
And sweeping strokes of thy polluted pen. 
Time was, when writings tending to debase 
And brutalise the passions of the soul. 
Were under interdict, and rarely found 
Save in the dark, sequestered haunts of vice. 
But now so rife is crime, so woe-begone 
This age of wonders, that a beardless boy, 
Scarce con^tent to read an auction bill. 
Can, if inclined, procure the honied draught 
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Of man's perdition, at a pedlar's stalL 

Hence comes the finished rake, and roundly swears. 

That God and Conscience, Judgment, Heaven and Hell, 

Are mere delusions — mere religious cheats, 

And pious frauds on our credulity; 

That mind, heroic and exalted mind, 

With all its claims to immortality. 

Is merely this ;— a certain quantity 

Of brain or matter duly organised 

And strung to action by the purple streams, 

That glide unconscious through the latent veins. 

Impair the brain and you impair the mind ; 

Destroy the mind, and you destroy the man; 

Drain off the blood, and you extinguish both. 

Whatever therefore (adds this self confessed. 

Self-complimented, self-complacent brute) 

Whatever therefore, through the optic nerves. 

Conveys impression to the human brain. 

Affects the life and forms the character; — 

And since our actions are the mere result 

Of this or that imposing circumstance. 

There's no such thing as criminality ; 

And consequently no reward or blame 

Can be attached to any class of men, 

Or any course of conduct they pursue ! 

Presumptuous wretch! to drop the plummet-line 

Of human reason, in the deep profound 

Of the eternal, uncreated God ; — 

And what thou canst not fathom, that deny. 

Because thy visual organs can discern 

No cause beyond the impulse of the brain. 

Is this a proof no other cause exists P 
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Suppose a hermit from his mossy cell, 
Embarked on board a vessel plied by steam; 
Suppose him standing on the paddle-box, 
Intently gating on her rapid flight, 
And much perplex'd to tell the final cause; — 
Suppose again he sees the paddle wheels 
Conflicting with the fbaming element. 
And hears the dash of waves and feels the shock. 
And hence concludes the cause must centre there; 
Would this conclusion stand the final test 
Of sober reason, at the bar of truth ? 
Would not the fact, that such amazing speed 
Must have its rise in some remoter cause, 
Rush on his mind and drown his evidence? 
Then let the bold, blaspheming atheist know 
There's still beyond his utmost stretch of thought 
A higher cause, and that first cause is God. 
How dare we doubt the well attested fact? 
A'o God/ I shudder as my trembling pen 
Records the daring, hell-tinged sentiment; 
Xo God, Ko God! then tell me who it was 
That out of nothing into being brought 
The realms of teeming nature, — ^who it was 
That bared the arm of everlasting strength. 
And launched abroad this floating universe? 
Say, who ordained the sun, and bade him ride 
In flaming glory, round the boundless deep 
Of floating ether, who at day's decline. 
In milder charms arrays the virgin moon, 
And decks with stars, the purple dome of heaven ? 
The smallest atom in the field of space 
Proclaims aloud his boimdless agency; 
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And he who thus uublushingly asserts 

There is no God, must be a wretch indeed! 

Here let us pause and take a retrospect 

Of our past lives, from reason's early dawn : — 

Our infant minds perchance were taught to form 

Some faint conception of the Dread Supreme. — 

As time matured our judgment, his sublime 

Perfections struck u« with impressive awe; 

We looked around us on the elements 

Of life and matter, heard the rush of winds, 

And roar of waters, till entranc'd in thought, 

A secret something seemed to recognize 

An all^surrounding, all-sustaining God! 

We owned his sceptre, and we own it still. 

But did we ever estimate the cost 

Of man's redemption — ever count the price 

That love almighty, matchless lore, paid down, 

To ransom captives from the chains of sin? 

Have we through faith in the Eedeemer's blood 

A title to, and holy meetness for 

The shining mansions of eternal bliss ? 

If the disciple, like his master yearns 

In deep compassion o'er a dying world. 

Then where's the proof of our discipleship ? 

What do we more than others ? Conscience speak j 

Speak out and tell us how the record stands : 

What have we done for London ? what devised. 

What efforts made, or what exertions used. 

To stem the tide of Infidelity, 

And wipe the blot from her dishonored brow ? 

When, like the mourning prophet, have we felt 

The touch of melting pity, when he cried, 
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" that my head were waters, and my eyes 

Were streaming fountains of impassioned tears ; 

That day and night I might deplore the guilt 

Of her departure from the living God ! " 

When from compassion, have we stood between 

The porch and altar, pouring out our souls 

In fervent supplication, crying ** Spare, — 

Spare, Lord, thy people ! save thine heritage ! " 

Were those bright tenants of the upper pheres. 

Those holy angels that excel in strength, 

Susceptible of sorrow's blighting touch — 

O'er such a scene of dark polluting guilt, 

Their mighty minds would heave beneath the weight 

Of twice ten thousand mountain waves of woe. 

And eyes of fire, would weep hot tears of blood. 
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* It fhif the City that men odl the perfectioii of heftatjr^ the joy of the whole earth i» 

LUCXKTATIOKS U, 15. 



li\ND is this London ! London so renowned 

For arts and sciences, for boundless wealth, 
And bold immense commercial enterprize ! 
Yes, this is London, England's grand resource ; 
Her City Queen, — ^her great Metropolis ! 
And need we wonder when the Commons' Hou8«t . 
Of our reformed imperial Parliament, 
So often echoes to the deaf ning tones 
Of libertines and scoffing infidels ! 
When senators empowered of God to stand 
And guard the bulwarks of the British throne. 
Can violate their sacramental oath. 
And hurl derision at the hallowed shrine. 
And awful cause of his eternal truth. 
Not all however in the Senate house 
Are thus devoid of honest principle ; — 



y Google 



76 LONDON. 

There are a few who never boVd to Baftl ; 

But mho with firm and steady purpose weigh 

Their words and actions in the scale of truth; 

Revolving which, and what may best promote \ 

The lasting honors of their native Isle. I 

And when contending in the battle field 

Of wild opinions, and of warm debates, 

Who stand their ground with more endnring strength, 

Or struggle harder to advance the reign 

Of pure religion in the human breast. 

Talk we of worth, intrinsic sterling worth — 

Why men like these are worth their weight in gold ; 

Were they of equal strength, conld they but vie 

In point of number with the reptili race 

Of heartless, vile, envenom'd democrates. 

The joys of conquest would be all their own. 

By dint of argument, the lucid beams 

And moral force of truth would both confound 

And put the daring rebel host to fiight ! 

" But why,'' exclaims an acrimonious press, 

" Should wild fanatics din our wearied ears 

With puritanical and loud declaims 

Against the faults and foibles of the age ? 

We grant that vice usurps a powerful sway 

In some obscure, confined localities ; 

But this arises from the lack of means 

To discipline and cultivate the mind. i 

Let once the wise and well concerted plans 

Of education as by law ordained, 

Be carried out, and this will work the cure ! ** 

So then the waves, the broad majestic waves 

Of human wisdom, are to pour a flood 
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Of light and learning on otir poor despised, 

Depressed, dejected, toil-worn peasantry; 

And this flood-engine is to wash the towns. 

And cleanse the cities of a guilty land, 

Prom all the taint and turpitude of sin ! 

Alas! for man, whose sentiments betray 

Such moral, mental imbecility ! 

Well now, suppose the vast community 

Were skill'd in science, versed in' classic lore. 

And deeply read in sage philosophy, — 

Would these refinements have the power to curb 

The stubborn will, control the appetites. 

And quell the workings of impure desire ? 

Go ask the records of the ancient Greeks , 

And musty page of Roman history : — 

The musty page fiies open at the touch, 

And meets the question with a negative ! 

And could the nations sleeping in the dust. 

Could they but hear the silly question asked, 

Methinks the slain of prostrate Greece and Rome, 

Would start at once from out their dusty beds. 

And with a thrilling pathos, answer, No ! — 

And so decisive would be all their tones — 

So full their cry — so much in unison. 

That pealing onwards o'er the vasty deep, 

*Twould ring against the wild repulsive rocks. 

And raise an echo from the tombs of France. 

Those gilded tombs and stately monuments 

Are sad mementos of that wrathful hour, 

When God looked out from the portentous clouds 

Of his displeasure, — swearing in his ire 

That sword and slaughter should go through the land ! 
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Then raged a stonn that rock'd the battlements 

Of ancient greatness to their awfiil base ; 

Laid waste the beauties of the continent. 

And dinn'd the ruins with the dying groans 

Of yictims writhing in their agony. 

Nor ended there, but in its fury shook 

The monarch down from his dishonored throne f 

Tore up his kingdom, as the tempest tears 

The lofty cedars of Mount Lebanon ; 

Abolished all the statutes of his reign. 

And wrung the sceptre from his trembling hand. 

His kingdom lost, — the next must lose his head. 

But who shall say how much of gall was mix'd 

In that full cup of dire calamity : 

What sorrow preyed on his distracted mind> 

Or anguish wrung his palpitating heart. 

When proud rebellion dragged him forth to die. 

Oh ! then revenge was drinking seas of blood ! 

Excess of blood had made the demon dnmk ! 

And law and liberty, alike were crushed. 

But France deserv'd to feel the scourge of war ! 

She stood indeed as Greece before had stood. 

Renowned for talent, taste, and sentiment ; 

Yet, what avaiFd her proud pre-eminence. 

Her high attainments in the school of arts ; 

Incumbent shades of moral darkness still 

Involved her pupils in a maze of doubt ; 

Faith bowed to sense, and sense to base desire ; 

Whilst strong corruption hurried reason down 

The yawning gulf of infidelity ! 

And where e'en now is learning more admired. 

Or cultivated with a greater zeal ? 
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Yet where*s a people more enslaved to vice ? 

If education, thus apart from truth, 

Were such a blessing to the commonwealth,— 

If this could mend and rectify the heart, 

'Tis wondrous strange it never mended their's. 

Alas ! the heart is totally depraved — 

No mind can picture it, or language paint 

Its awful likeness : 'tis full of malice. 

Hatred, deceit, and other deadly sins : 

And all the lore of human learning in 

The universe can never work it out. 

Should then the mind— the immaterial mind 
And native soil of loose licentious thought, 
Be left neglected, — left to bear a crop, 
A wild, a rank, redundant crop of weeds ? 
We never taught or entertained such views : 
Nay, we denounce all intercourse with men 
Who by their cold and listless apathy. 
Would hold in chains the human intellect, 
And strangle science in its painful birth. 

Let there be light, said God ; the spark was struck $ 

Forth rode the sun on wheels of ambient flame j 

All nature brightened, and the planets blazed 

With sparkling beauty, through unbounded space : 

God saw the light was good and called it day , 

Good is the natural light, but better far, — 

Far better still, the dawn of moral day : 

So deeply fix*d and rooted is the muse 

In this opinion, that she fain would ply 

Her utmost pow'ips, — spring all her energies,— 
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And from the rising to the setting suili 

Reiterate the cry — Let there he tu/kt j 

Let there be light in science; sovereign truth 

Has nought of danger, distant or at hand, 

To fear from its advances ; *tis its own 

liCgitimate precursor, wearing down 

The incrustations of habitual sloth j 

t)eterminating facts, fbr ages held 

tn doubtful disputation; and with strong, 

Untiring perseverance, tracing out 

Each hidden proof and latent principle. 

In the great chain of moral evidence. 

Let there be light in literature and arts ; 

Kor deem that light exclusive, limit not 

Its emanations to the boundary line 

Of classic lore, but give it ample scope, 

And let its lustre like the lucid beams 

Of yonder central sun, irradiate 

The suburbs of creation. — Who can tell 

How many gems and diamonds in the rough. 

Long years, enveloped in the dungeon gloom. 

Of intellectual night, might glitter forth. 

And with their kindling rays incorporate grow; 

Their hallow'd semblance take, and beam at length. 

In beautiful accordance, with the fire 

And sublimated feelings of a soul, 

Redeemed from earth and welcomed back to heaven. 

—Let there be light in true philosophy; 

To shun the false, we need be taught the true; 

The former fastens on the sophistries 

Of bygone ages, fills the scorner's chair, 

And ministers to the pride of intellect) 
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The latter digs her treasures from the mines 
Of everlasting truth, — is modest, chaste, 
Conciliating, and of good report. 
Oft is she seen in close companionship 
With true religion, pointing lo the skies. 
Twin sisters are they, fostered by the same 
Indulgent parent; arm in arm they walk 
The rounds of life, on embassies of love. 

The frowning bigot, who demands to know. 
Why education should be carted down 
To spade and plough, to market jade and sweep, 
May find his answer in the frontispiece 
Of nature's universal statute book. 
The laws of matter and the laws of mind, 
Viewed in connection with their various modes 
Of operation, plainly indicate 
A previous adaptation to the plan 
And principle of social intercourse. 
Twixt man and man there ever must exist 
A constant, steady, lasting interchange 
Of mutual obligations; he who sways 
The fate of empires, could no more sustain 
The load of life, or draw existence from 
His own resources, than the vagrant wretch. 
Who roams the street, and begs from door to door. 
What though a portion of the human race, 
Wall'd in by woe, and fetter*d down by want, 
May seem degraded in the estimate 
Of little minds, and deem'd unfit to share 
Our kind regards, and warm solicitudes, 
They still are men, and men perchance endowed. 
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With principles of heavenly origin. 

And fellow feelings, keen and sensitive 

As friendship's bonds can make them; spirits lit 

With inspiration beaming from above 

And souls immortal that may walk in white. 

— Joint rights have they, in common with the most 

Exalted genius to expatiate 

Amid the charms of nature, weigh their worth, 

Extol their beauties and extract their sweets ; — 

Joint freedom also, to commit their cause 

Into the keeping of the only wise 

Disposer of events. And what's of more 

Transcendant value still, joint interest in 

The covenant of mercy, — ^mercy flings 

The bow of promise over each and all ; 

All things were given for the good of all,— 

One universal power pervadeth all, — 

One universal parent cares for all, — 

One universal Saviour died for all; — 

Then execrated be those morbid, mean 

And misanthropic spirits, that would doom 

A brother of the species, to be held 

In mental darkness ; and like Samson dragg'd 

Blindfold in chains of slavish drudgery. 

Still we contend, and ever will contend, 
That all our public Parliamentary plans 
Of education, should be based upon 
Sound orthodox and christian principles. 
A school in which the Bible is not read, 
Its plans developed, and its precepts taught, 
Might be compared to a dispensary ; 
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Stocked out indeed with compound medicine, 
Yet still without one antidote against 
I'he epidemic of the human race ; 
Its drugs might stimulate, their action raise 
The false ap^^earance of returning strength ; 
But Where's the permanent, the even pulse, 
The circulation, and the glow of health ? 

The whole of true religioni as contained. 
In these authentic records, must derive 
Their sole importance from the striking fact, 
That man endow'd with reason, will be call'd 
To give account lor talents misapplied : 
Man is not all of earth, his hopes, his fears, 
His aspirations, objects, and pursuits. 
Bespeak the soul immortal; dawning an 
Equality with natives of the sky : 
This is our lineage, this our high descent. 
And this the high, illustrious character 
We must assume in the broad view of heaven. 
Our relative connections here below, 
May soon be changed— 'for ought that we can tell, 
Chang'diby the first contingent circumstance: 
Not so the things eternal; this our chief 
Our first and last relation changeth not. 
But is, with all the interest it involves, 
Coeval with duration infinite : 
Whilst therefore it behoves us to possess 
Ourselves of knowledge^ relative to things 
That perish in their using; 'tis of fax. 
Far greater moment, that we consecrate 
Our golden hours and mental energies, 
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To the pursuit of endless bliss abore. 
Viewed in the light of this, our final lot, 
A knowledge of the Scriptures must appear, 
Pre-eminently useful, not alone 
To weary pilgrims wending down the vale 
Of wintry years, worn out with mortal toil, 
Extreme decrepitude, and chill decay ; — 
Nor yet alone to doctors and divines, 
Adom'd in gown and cassock ; but to all, 
To all without exception ; whether found 
In mud-built hovels, or in princely halls. 

'Tis then most obvious, that the hallowed light 
Of Revelation, should at once be made 
Available to minds of tender growth ; 
The passive pliancy of youthful minds. 
The vernal freshness and vivacious flow 
Of buoyant feelings, furnish ample proof 
That first impressions, like the graven lines 
Of first affection, seldom are effaced .• 
Youth is the seed-time of succeeding years — 
If good we sow not, every latent seed. 
And thread and fibre, string and stamina, ^ 
Of moral evil, will luxuriate, 
And fill with rankest weeds the richest soiL 
Since youth is so enchanting, yet so frail. 
Soft pity with imploring eyes would ask 
The watchful vigilance of riper age. 
To mould their pliant nature, and impress 
The yielding heart, with sprightly parables ; 
With touching narratives, and tender tales ; 
Drawn from the records of Eternal Truth ; 
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All truths fare Tital, bat none more than thete ; 
Where truth is sown, eternal life will grow. 
But truth eternal takes the deepest root 
In minds thus early cultured; there as it 
Becomes implanted, and puts forth its ttoceagfii 
To raise, enrich^ and fertiliize the soil, 
The graces of the Spirit blossom forth 
With superadded beauty, and attract 
The admiration and esteem of tdL 

If this be true, how gross ia our neglect'! 
If youth's the fittest season to perform 
The task of moral culture ; if the mind 
In early life is open to the first 
Process of training that presents itself— 
If then the heart is more susceptible 
Of good impressions, and the conscience quick 
In forming proper views of right and wrong; 
Then have the young an irresistible, 
Unquestioned claim to Christian sympathy. 

Much has been done to meet the loud demand, 
Much sympathy enlisted on their side ; 
And much of talent, time and energy, 
Expended in their service ;— thanks for such 
Devout attachment to the sacred cause, 
.Ten thousand thanks — ten thousand blessings too. 
On all like minded Christians : yet, alas ! 
How circumscnbed their limits, when compared 
With the extent of darkness, that obscures 
The mental yislon of mankind at large. 
If all who love the Saviour^ could be led 
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To feel the subject as it should be felt^ 

With all its force and freshness ; burning on 

The altar of their feelings, the reproach 

Of indolence would soon be wiped away : 

With promptness, zeal, and oneness of design, 

The whole would burst the intersecting bonds 

Of party feeling, and participate 

In the delightful task of twining truths 

Sublime and sacred, round the tender buds, 

And early blossoms of the youthful mind. 

And when convened around a Throne of Grace, 

Their prayers like incense, would perfume the skies. 

And Faith triumphant would be taking hold 

Of God's omnipotence; and drawing down 

The ever-blessed Spirit's promised aid. 

Success would then be certain. This combin'd, 
Co-operative measure, would convulse 
The superstructure of debasing vice, 
E'en to its huge foundation ; and upturn 
The depths on which degrading wrongs are built; 
Conjoin the severed bonds of brotherhood, 
And re-create the moral universe. 

Were I permitted to press home the truths, 
Involv'd in this assertion, I would cry 
To every soldier of the sacred cross, — 
Join hand and heart in this grand enterprise ; 
Employ your powers, and organize yoi.r plans, 
With energy of purpose, on a scab 
Commensurate with its growing magnitude ; 
And what of labour ye may fiud to do. 
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Let it be done trith spirit, and at once. 

And you ye rulers of the British realm ! 

"Whose strength sustains the pond'rous weight of 8tat« ! 

Would you the nation should exhibit marks 

Of sound amendment in her altered tones, 

And shining traits of moral character, — 

Then let the interest of the young engage 

Your special notice — let their minds be stored 

With virtuous precepts, and with Gospel U'uths. — 

Teach them the Bible ! not indeed by men, 

Who out of pride, or out of party zeal, 

Dispute the merits of a Saviour's blood. 

And rob the CECsket of its brightest gems? — 

Not in a marr'd or mutilated form ; 

Or warped or twisted to the faith of Rome ! 

But pure and perfect as it came from Heaven. 

Ifi human nature, in a moral sense, 

Enfeebled through a sapping, sore disease ? 

The Bible probes the wound, and then explains, 

In awful language, the mysterious cause; 

Nor leaves us there, but in a softened tone 

Of deep compassion, shows the remedy. 

Is human reason groping in the dark — 

Uncertain where the devious path will end ? 

The Bible tells of one specific cure ; — 

That cure apply'd by heavenly Mercy's hand, 

Our eyes are open'd, and the prospect filled 

With all the lustre of primeval day. 

O then by all the kindred ties of blood — 
By all the claims of warm humanit}* — 
By all that's sacred in the walks of life— 
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By all thaif B solemn at the hour of deatk— 

By all that's awful in the day of doom — 

We importune— yea, we implore that you 

Would, by a gentle, soft, persuasive force, 

Constrain the young to read the Word of God ! 

And let the tAsk, the great momentous task, 

Begin at London ! London holds a elaim, 

A special, powerful, undisputed claim 

For precedence ; 'tis her prerogative 

To take the lead— 'tis yours to clear the way. 

Your task accomplished, London thus embrucd 

With operative, influential truths. 

Would rise superior to the charms of sense ; 

Attain the summit of immortal fame ; 

And in the greatness of her moral etrength. 

Attach the world to her triumphal car, 

And link Great Britain to the Throne of God ! 



END OF BOO^ THE TBIBD. 
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Book I. page 11. 

The river Thames has become the most important 
highway in the kingdom, and perhaps in Europe. A 
capital to the amount of Five Millions sterling, is em- 
ployed in steam navigation, and 150 Steam Vessels of all 
descriptions are constantly employed in the river ; Four 
Thousand Merchant Ships are also employed in bringing 
the products of other countries into the Port of London ; 
and in bearing away the manufactures and merchandize 
of England, Fifteen Thousand Cargoes enter the port 
every year, and are said to provide employment for at 
least Four Thousand Labourers, and Twelve Thousand 
Revenue Officers. 

Book L page 11 and 12. 

Popery is a system of idolatry, cruelty, and lust, all of 
which are denounced in the Bible as obnoxious to the 
righteous displeasure of God. In the light of the Bible, 
Popery appears dark as midnight ; and the more the Bi- 
ble is revered and loved, the more Popery is detested : 
and this not among fanatics and bigots, but amongst 
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the most iDtelligent, the most liberal, the most upright 
people that ever lived. I can coDScientiousIy declare for 
myself, that whenever I can say with most truth and since- 
rity, " Thy word is very pure, therefore thy servant loveth 
it," it is at that time I can say with the full conviction 
of my heart, Popery is very corrupt, therefore I hate it. 

** Go in " said the Lord to the Prophet Ezekiel, " and 
behold the wicked abomination that they do here. 
The Prophet went into the temple, and saw and behold 
every form of creeping things and abominable beasts, 
and all the idols of the house of Israel, pour- 
trayed upon the walls round about "^-Ezekid Tiii, 
8, 10. The Protestants of that day were men that sigh- 
ed and cried for all the abominations that were done in 
the midst of Jerusalem ; and God set a mark upon them 
that they should not be visited with the same judgment 
as their guilty brethren, when God's own house became 
the temple of idols, it was not a sin, but a duty to for^ 
«ake it, and the Most High thus glories in the faithful 
few, who in the days of the Jewish church's apostaey, 
"were schismatics from her eommunton. " Yet I ha\e 
left me seven thousand in Israel, all the knees wbieh 
have not bowed down unto Baal, and every mouth whidi 
hath not kissed him. — I Kings, xix, 18. 

J. ff. to the Rw. E. W. Sibthorp, now a Priest of 
Rome. 

Book L page 21. 

Bigotry is a seviere judge, sitting upon tbe thio&e of 
ignorance, and passing the sentence of condemnatkai 
upon all who differ in the kaat from tke opiaaoni of iitr 
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Bttbjeotr. Persecution and cruelty 'are her servants, 
carrying her sanguinary commands into execution. 
Shall we harbour such a detestable monster ? rather let 
us abominate the . thought that nothing can be good, 
except it proceed from our own denomination ; let us 
stand upon the grave of party prejudice, and exclaim, 
** Grace be with all them that love the Lord Jesus Christ. 
Amen." 

Book II. page 44. 

In the vales near Jordan, not far from the Dead Sea, 
is found growing in great abundance the Vine of Sodom, 
a plant from the fields of that devoted city, which pro- 
duces grapes fair to the eye, but as bitter as gall, and 
as deadly as the poison of the serpent : this plant is 
mentioned by Moses in terms that justify this assertion. 
-—It was probably of this wild vine the. Sons of the 
Prophets ate when they cried out, "^ Oh, thou man 
of Qod, there is Death in the pot." 

Book II. page 46. 

The fearftJ neglect of Public Worship in the me- 
tropolis, renders it imperative that every scriptural 
meiins should be employed to inforce upon the peo- 
ple the claims of the sabbath, and of the house of 
Qod. 

Book II, page 52. — Misebies of the poob in London. 

It it pwxiliil to turn our thoughts to the contempjft- 
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tion of the miseraWe living, which prevails among the 
lower classes of society. Myriads of these wretched 
beings, group and grovel in families, of from seven to 
fourteen, in miserable hovels ; many of them underneath 
the ground, without grates, without glass windows, or 
indeed without windows of any kind ; the only light 
and air being admitted through the horizontal door. 
Here, amidst damp and jBlth, and without a breath of - 
of fresh air, from one year's end to the other, do whole 
families mess together like so many pigs. St. Giles', 
the neighborhood of Drury Lane, St. George's in the 
Fields, and immense districts in the eastern parts of the 
Metropolis, are among the localities in which these ap- 
palling scenes are to be witnessed ; and the wretched- 
ness of the huts or hovels to which I refer, is greatly 
aggravated, by the deplorable destitution of the unhap- 
py inmates, as regards food and clothing. The quanti- 
ty of food on which thousands of them exist is incredi- 
bly small ; sometimes a whole family, consisting of from 
five to ten individuals, are compelled to live ( if living . 
it can be called ) on an amount of food which would not 
more than suffice for a hearty meal, to a person posses- 
sing an ordinary appetite ; while in the article of apparel, 
they have scarcely enough wherewith to cover their 
nakedness. 

Lights and Shadows of London by Grant. 



Book n. page 62. 

In the Bev. D. M'Nicholl's Bational Enquiry concern- 
ing the Stage, there is a passage which may be quoted 
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as illustrative of these sentiments ; it runs thus ; — " The 
dramatic form of writing, not of acting, may be employ- 
ed with good effect, as is evident from the splendid 
productions of Milman. Nor can it be denied that the 
ancient drama, in particular, is to some extent a reposi* 
tory offing learning and of fine taste ; a vehicle of poetic 
genius of the highest class; and a source of intellectual re- 
finement and pleasure to minds of a certain description. 
But may not all this be said of the Heathen Mythology 
in general ? yet who would rebuild its temples, and aot 
its vile and monstrous mysteries ? 

The sublimities of learning and the charms of litera- 
ture, when connected with improper subjects, form a 
dangerous temptation. Where the moral sensibility of 
the character is at all obtused, in the same proportion 
this temptation will effectually exert the magic of its 
power ; if the depraved mind can sometimes be led to 
traverse the entire field of sacred truth, merely for the 
attraction of its intellectual beauties, what mighty force 
may not be expected to storm the soul, when such at- 
traction is joined with sentiments congenial to every 
sinful propensity of the heart. A young man then we 
will imagine, virtuous but not a stoic, finds himself in a 
London Theatre : — his eye is dazzled by the glare of 
lights; his senses are intoxicated by the appearance of 
wealth, splendor and beauty which surround him ; his 
passions are inflamed by the multitude of people, by the 
contagion of dissipation, and even the physical heat ; 
and his principles already totter, in a place, which seems 
built for seductive gratifications, and consecrated to 
luxury and pleasure. He turns to the stage ; he hears 
strains of music, expressly calculated to heat the imag- 
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inatton, to loll the conecienTie, and to enervate the soul; 
he sees a beautiful and finely proportioned woman dis- 
playing her form, in the dress of man, and assuming 
with a captivating grace, the airs of licentious 
gallantry ; he observes motions and attitudes, which 
provoke the most degrading of our appetites ; he turns 
from the stage to the audience, and perceives himself in 
a magnificent abode, which has been erected for the ac- 
commodation of abandoned women, and idle, dissolute, 
half-drunken men ; he perceives the prevailing prind- 
ples of the place, are laxity of morals, heedlessness of 
decency, and forgetfulness of shame ; while music and 
dancing, scenery and action, contribute to throw him off 
his guard, to silence his reason, drown his scruples, and 
lay his reflections asleep; he is assailed by nearer and 
more immediate temptations ; and his heart opens to 
pleasure, as a flower to the sun. Here then may be the 
beginning of his follies, his debaucheries and his ruin. 

Or let us suppose a young woman in the same situa- 
tion ; on the stage there are the same objects to heat 
her blood, and excite her imaginations ; she sits upon 
the seat of infection, and breathes the air of impurity ; 
the spirit of voluptuousness will steal upon her senses, 
and diffuse itself through her veins, and over her soul ; 
she is familiarised with sights and sounds of vice, and 
must be either shocked or tainted, or perhaps the mis- 
chief may begin in the one and end in the other. 

These things are in the theatre: — let us look for a 
moment to the exterior ; we discover it to be the centre 
of licentiousness, the focus of dissipation, the rallying 
point of all the thieves and pick-pockets in the 
Metropolisi drunkenness and disorder, knavery and 
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riot, are the evil spirits that haunt ita precincts, 
that stare us in the face, and convince us by damnatory 
proofs, of the real influence of the stage." 

To this we may add the lines of a poet, who made no 
great pretences to virtue, and who well knew the quali- 
ties of the theatre : — he writes thus, 

'' It would be endless to trace all the vice 
That from the play-house takes immediate rise ; 
It is the unexhausted magazine, 
That stocks the land with vanity and sin. 

By flourishing so long 

Numbers have been undone, both old and young, 
And many hundred souls are now unbless'd 
Which else had died in peace and found eternal rest." . 

Book n. page 68. 

The religions founded under the names of Jewish, 
Budh, Jehovah, God, or Christ, Mahommed, or any 
other ; are all composed of human laws, in opposition 
to Nature's Eternal laws. 

JBook of the New Moral World, p, 68. 

Book n« page 68. 

Each individual is so organized, that he must like 
that which is pleasant to him, or which in other 
words, produces agreeable sensations in him ; and 
dislike that which is unpleasant to him, or which in 
other words pzodacea in him disagreeable sensations; 
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and he cannot know previous to experience, what 
particular sensations new objects will produce on any 
of his senses. — (Owen's Supplemental Laws,) Law 12. 
The meaning of this Law will be best explained 
by an extract from Mr. Owen's Declaration of Men- 
tal Independence, in which, in reference to the Law 
of Marriage, he says, " It is in reality the greatest 
crime against nature, to prevent organized beings 
from uniting with those objects, or other organized 
beings, with which nature has created in them a de- 
sire to unite ; " he also declares that, " that Law of 
Divine appointment, which •njoius a man to leave 
his father and mother, and to cleave unto his wife, 
has produced hypocrisy, • crime, and misery, beyond 
the power of language to express, so that he would 
avoid the crime of adultery, by making all persons 
common: and each. man, and each woman should be 
left at perfect liberty to have whom they liked, keep 
them as long as they liked, and change them as of- 
ten as they liked." 

Book U. page 71. 

It is a cheering thought, that distant nations of 
the earth are receiving from British Christians, the 
Holy Scriptures and the Gospel of the blessed God : 
but shall a mother in caressing the children of others, 
forget her own P — shall we supply those with the 
Bread of Life, whom we have never seen, and not 
provide for our own household ?-^shall half a million 
of human beings dwell within the reach of her voic^ 
— at our very doors^speak our language— mingle 
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■with our children and Bervants, and he neglected P — 
shall we see them hreak the Sahhath, commit iniquity, 
neglect the house of God, continue ignorant of the 
Saviour, and do little or nothing for them ? — we dare 
not! Abraham wept over the guilty inhabitants of 
the Cities of the Plain, and interceded for their deli- 
verance J and our blessed Lord was so moved by the 
crimes and impenitence of the population of Jerusa- 
lem, that he exclaimed, " O Jerusalem, Jerusalem, 
thou that killest the prophets, and stonest them 
that are sent unto thee, how often would I have ga- 
thered thy children together, even as a hen gathereth 
her chickens under her wings, and ye would not" 
These are the great examples we should follow, and 
when all the people of God in this city shall arise, 
and unite to do their proper work, in a spirit of hu- 
mility, zeal, faith and love, God will say unto us, as. 
unto Jerusalem in the days of Isaiah, ** I will purely 

purge away all thy sin Afterwards thou shalt be 

called the City of righteousness, the faithful City, 
Zion shall be redeemed with judgment, and her con-, 
verts with righteousness/' 

Bev, R Ainelie, 



Book m. page 1. 

The justly celebrated Burke finely observes, " We 
should approach to the faults of the state, as to the wounds 
of a father with pious awe, and trembling solicitude." 
In this sentiment I fully concuTi firmly believing with 
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another writer on the same subject, that we cannot be 
too cautious lest our language and spirit, when we ex- 
ercise our just rights of remarking upon Government, 
should not be scripturally respectful. 

But whilst we are required to submit to the powers 
that be, and are enjoined not to speak evil of dignitaries, 
are we not as men and as christians, justified in consti- 
tutionally and temperately declaring our opinion, and 
expressing our disapprobation of such measures as ob- 
viously tend to the subversion of truth, and the propaga- 
tion of error. 

Book HX page 83.— Newgate. 

For five successive years, not one person's name could 
be found in the books of tiiis vast piisoD» who had been 
trained in a Sunday SchooL 
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